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Amiens. 
One of the simplest, but most vivid, 
of Bone'~ drawings is of the country near 
Amiens. Bone, that official genius with 
the British Armies on the Western Front, 
has an extraordinary power of giving an 
impression of the thing-as-it-is by vivid 
drawing. A powerful simplicity he has. 
Simplicity is the epithet for this landscape 
of the Amiens environs. In this part of the 
Somme Valley there were no " salient fea-
tures"-as the journalists have it. Yet the 
contour of it is characteristic. 'rhere are 
thP sort of lines in this long watershed that 
an artist loves to put in with blunt charcoal. 
It is not flat; and it is not undulating in 
the sense that rolling-downs are undulat-
ing; and it is not hilly, The lines of con-
tour that sweep up and away from the bend 
of the valley are best described as generous. 
They chase pettiness from the mind. 
Traversed by the plantations of French-
road-trees- which only enhance the clean 
definiteness of the slopes-this valley of 
the Somme is extremelv lovelv. 
As you come do~n into. the city of 
Amiens the compact and towering beauty 
of' the little cathedral looks clown upon 
the river. If you have seen Rouen, the 
contrast of two cathedrals leaps to your 
mind. The cathedral of Rouen is a mass of 
rambling grandeur which sprawls about 
the heart of the teeming city. At Amiens 
the cathedral is a tiny, self-contained, 
aspiring jewel. It stands there like a de-
liberately-detached model of Medimval 
Beauty. You can visualise N ot1·e Dame cle 
Ronen growing by the additions of cen-
turies into the somewhat heterogeneous 
whole which the British soldier wanders 
about in 1917, In Rouen Cathedral there 
is a strong sense of '' cumulative effect.'' 
J..'otre Dame cl' Amiens may have grown by 
epochs, too (I don't know) ; but it never 
gives you that impression. It is the lovely 
model of compact beauty which you con-
ceive-however illogically-as the result of 
a single effort of the artist's will. 
Amiens, like the well-defined country 
about it, is characterised by definiteness. 
The noble Boulevard and the slow-flowing 
Beauty of the Somme, give you the impres-
sion of Amiens. There is no complexity 
in this city, as there is in labyrinthine 
Rouen. One broad and swerving main 
street; the tiny, dominating cathedral; the 
sluggish, silver Somme; and the all-sur-
rounding Boulevard; that is all. But that 
all is rich; and rich to contemplate. 
The rue des T1·oix-Cailloux has many 
'' good shops. '' To a man fresh from the 
Somme mud there is a pleasant incongru-
ity in these Amiens shops, where he ;;an 
purchase as in a good lJondon '' quarter.'' 
It's strange to come to a city with tramcars 
and fashionably-dressed girls and theatres. 
The rne des Troix-Caillmtx is thronged with 
pretty girls. Most of them are more pretty 
than puritanical. They refute that ancient 
fallacy of non-conformist sects that only 
the virtuous can be beautiful. If you dine 
at the Hotel de la Paix (hideous irony!) 
you may sit opposite one of them. If you 
don't open the conversation she will. She 
will give you invitations that are not fur-
tive. But. with a charming breadth of out-
look, she will not turn hostile if you decline 
them. Biological adventure, to a French-
woman of this free type, is an incident, 
rather than an end-in-itself. She has enough 
human sympathy to talk pleasantly with 
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you for conversation's Rake, even when you 
ilo not mret her advances. 
At the bufj'C't is a girl who deals in caRh 
and dessert. The waitresscR go to her for 
the reckonings and the little disheR of fruit. 
'rhere iR an informality about her un-
known in ~m English rrRtaurant. Shr is in 
1'epw·tie with two French officers on the 
other side of the room whilst computing 
her chits. There is a little struggle, not un-
plr::lsing, when they pass her later to gather 
their coats and hats. She does not scorn 
to hit that old French Colonel fair upon 
the bald crown with an npricot. Nor does 
hr Rcorn to make her retaliatory promises 
in his most gallant tones-nor to redeem 
them later in the public eye. Nor does she 
scorn the fulfilment-exrept ostensibly. 
Bv ten o'clock the restaurant resounds. 
B~1t it is a very good '' class'' of restaur-
ant. A London restaurant as animated 
would be vulgar; all this animation, in 
England, would end in a clumsy brawl. 
The French have a manner of '' carrying 
these things off" that iR merely amusing-
and as amusing to an onlooker as to them; 
whieh is to say a great d<;>al. 
Before dining you would have visited 
the catherlral. Best time is the late after-
noon, when the stately aisles are warmed 
by the glow from the windows of the nave 
all afire, and the groined roof is lit like an 
evening sky. There is a grace unsurpassed 
in the slender pillars of this aspiring pile. 
Y on 'll see little of the detail of this cathe-
dral in the evil days of war. The splendid 
choir stalls, of which Amiens is so duly 
proud, are smothered in protecting sand-
bags. 'rherc iR a little statuary unmasked. 
The best of it is that Ange Pleurcur, weep-
ing above the tomb of l' E·veq1w for the 
Passing of the Friend of the Children. But 
the fact is you don't enter Amiens Cathe-
dral to see beauty in detail, but to absorb 
the beauty of graceful dimension and splen-
did symmetry of which the exterior gives 
promise. 
You pass up by the beggars that infest 
1 he doors to see the front. But that, too, is 
sandbagged half its hright against the 
devasting bomb which at one time 
thrr>atened the pile nightly. Almost as 
heautifnl as the Facade is the line of semi-
ecclesiastical architecture facing ;Yotre 
Dame. Here are the Palace of the Bishop 
and the " c·hurch officrs." You can reeede 
slowly from the cathedral across the Place, 
to get a general notion of its doors and its 
to11·ers snrmounting the cloud of witnesses 
-Saints, Apostles, Prophets, Martyrs-
that look do\\'n in mellow .<;tone upon the 
Somme . . . then you will walk round 
the building to see tlH· tiers of fiying but-
tresses and thr netted Abside. . . . If 
you want the best pictures o1 the cathedral. 
after reaching the midst of the city, you will 
go to the old lady who keeps the tiny shop 
in the Arrade. She has actual photo-
graphs; and it is from her alone that you 
can get them in Amiens. But beware of 
(•ntering in unto her if you are in haste. 
For her tongue will entangle and detain 
you. She knows more of the history of the 
Cathedral than the Bishop himself; and is 
far more interested in talking of it than 
in profiting by the sales of the pictures. 
And she speaks French with such kind dis-
crimination that the most untutored can 
follow. . . . . The language and litera-
ture of France are dear to her. She has 
culture which seeks no end but itself. :1\Ioney 
and creature-comfort, you feel, are nothing 
to her. Not the pleasures of knowledge, but 
of intellect, are her chief delight. Know-
ledge she has got in her stride. She is one 
of those Frenchwomen who, in youth, you 
know were not delivered over to the flesh . 
The French intellect-and especially that of 
Frenchwomen-when it is diverted from 
carnality, is one of the most graceful and 
illuminating things of this world; full of 
insight discrimination, and comprehension. 
She talked long and wisely of 
L' Acldrrnic l>'ra ncaisr and of the fruits of 
its labours (and how evident are these in 
the purity and progressiveness of the 
tongue). H er father had been an Acade-
micirll. She was living in his Pension and 
on the unregarded profits of her pictures. 
She hatl her own taste in literature, forme(~ 
by intelligent reailing, and unbiassed by 
hearsay. The most striking of her literary 
tastes were her contempt for Victor lingo 
ancl her reverence for l\Iichelet. . . . At 
the end she refused to take tally of the 
pictures. With a characteristic contempt 
fer lucre <:he was content to '' take your 
word for it.'' 
'rhc morning walk. par exccllrnce, in 
Amiens is down the Sornme Path which 
borders the river for miles beneath the trees. 
The slow-going stream turns gently into its 
reaches. At every turn is the graceful 
cathedral stanrling up at a slightly-altered 
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augle. The long low Red Cross barges are 
moored there. The boys, and the blue-
clothed soldiers en permission, and the old 
men fish upon the banks. The whole of the 
right bank, in the suburbs of the city, is 
pitted with two vents, beneath tiny bridges, 
which give upon the system of canals that 
irrigate the J ardins des legurnes. Yon will 
see the shallops threading the canals, 
gathering the load of vegetables for the 
Amiens market, and propelled by pole; 
and when filled you will see then emerge 
from the labyrinth into the stream and float 
lazily down to the city. There, in the dis-
tance, you can see them moored in long, 
green-laden rows about the Pont Alsace-
Lormine. 
'l'he French love to play at living and 
working. The shallop-work in the canals 
is a kin l of glorious sport. These browned 
gardeners might be boys, poling punts for 
sport; they '' get as much fun out of it'' ; 
aud their wives seated in the prows might 
be their sisters joining in the fun by the 
laughter their labour brings them. The 
tiny, picturesque dwelling-places they have 
built in the midst of their island gardens 
are like nothing so much as the cubby-
houses children make at play in the week-
end. They are decorated with the same 
quaint devices, bear the same childishly 
romantic names-and are well-nigh of the 
same infantile dimensions. . . 
'l'here are cafes on the Somme Path 
where the paysans lounge and drink. The 
tables stand out under the trees, and here 
the gardener-and the visitor-may Rit and 
command the river for two miles either 
way, and watch the fishing and the river-
craft lazing by, and the light .domestic 
labour of the women on the other bank, 
in rear of their dwellings. 
These are the river-environs as you see 
them in war-time. The only hint of war is 
the Red Cl'ORs barge. 
-H.W.D. 
i J • • I • 
! I o • 1 
Queensland Poets. 
1.-BRUN'l'ON STEPIIENS. 
Opening the '' Poetical Works'' of 
Brunton Stephens with the idea that a 
wealth of poetry is to be discovered, one is 
doomed to disappointment. But if interest-
ing and amusing verse be sought, there is 
entertainment in this volume for odd hours 
of relaxation. Broadly speaking, the poems 
may be divided into three classes-occa-
sional, serious, and humorous. The last are 
the best, and it is chiefly on account of these 
that his name survives. Everybody has read 
'' 'l'hc Chinee Cook'' and '' Drought and 
Doctrine," but these will be dealt with 
later. 
His occasional poems are as dull and 
undivcrting as most poems of the type arc. 
Reading the three sets of verse on Australia 
-'' 'l'hc Dominion of Aw:;tralia, '' '' 'l'he 
Dominion'' and '' Fulfilment,'' as well as 
the '' Australian Anthem,'' one s)'mpath-
ises with the noble aspirations of Bnmton 
Stephcns, hut feels continually that these 
songs lack the beauty of spontaneity, ancl 
that any grace they own is the result of 
painfully wrought and very self-conscious 
artificiality. Here and there the attention 
is caught by a felicitous phrase, and this 
is one of Bruntou Stephens' merits, this 
capacity for contriving happy epithets and 
phrases, which are truly poetic. In 1883 
lte hails the '' fair Ideal'' of Federation, 
saying, 
'' Already on the heights of morn 
We see thy golden sandals gleam,'' 
the words '' golde11 sandals'' conjuring up 
a vision of hope and radiance. · · For 1\ly 
Sake" (written in aid of the Children's 
Ho:;pital) is the worst of his efforts in the 
genre of occasional poetry; it leaves ope 
cold emotionally and impatient mentally, 
for it expresses a perfectly obvious fact in 
commonplace language, a fact which had 
already been clothed in the heautiful sim-
plicity' of Matthew's words-' ' Inasmuch 
as ye have done it unto one of the least of 
these my brethren, ye have done it unto 
me.'' 'l'he poem is a piP a for contributions 
to the Chilclrrn 's Hospital. His humorous 
occasional vcrsr>s are slightly more interest-
ing. 'l'hr lwst are" Johnsonian Address" 
(read at the Inaugnral Dinner in the new 
premise::; of the Johnsonian Club, 7th Janu-
ary, 1899), and" A Historical Problem." 
The latter was written to be read at a 
SmokP Consert given to one of our past 
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Governors, Sir Henry Wylie Norman, in 
place of a farewell which had been 
arranged when his departure for India was 
in prospect. Brunton Stephens cleverly 
describes the choice of King Ahasuerus in 
his palace at Shu-Shan of a Satrap for 
Assyria. Hen-wy-nor was chosen, but on 
hearing that he was to be bombarded with 
an '' Ode'' on his departure, he cried, 
'' Is there no outlet from this horrible 
abyss ? Chillianwallah, Delhi, Gujerat 
were not a patch on this.'' He decided that 
" You cannot Farewell-Ode a man who 
chooses to remain!'' and rushed out to wire 
Ahasnerus '' I withdraw.'' The anachron-
isms such as this last, only heighten the 
burles<1ue effect of the verses. The writer 
roncludes thus-
,' Exit Farewell Ode. Bnt synchronously 
"·ith its exit came 
A new problem into history that still 
preserves his fame, 
For historians still dispute the question, 
each with some fresh lie, 
Why IIen-wy-nor slung Assyria-But 
we know the reason why." 
The derivation of the grand Oriental name 
is, of course, obvious. 
Turning to his serious poems, one is 
convinced that during his early vears there 
had been some strong infiucnee of love and 
religion in his life. Here he comes closer 
to real poetry than in any other portion 
of his work. '' The Angel of the Doves'' 
incorporates a vision of the angel, who has 
the keeping of the cl ov,·s--
'' The sacred and lovely lives that wear 
'£he mystic shape of the Holy Ghost.'' 
In the descrintion of this angel anpcar-
ing in the Court of the King amongst the 
radiant hosts, occurs another of Brunton 
Stephens' excellent word-pictures-
'' W ecping came one whose broken wing 
Piteously trailed on the golden floor." 
'l'he angel trlls the reason of her grief, 
namely that her doves suffer and are killed 
on the earth, which needs once more the 
presence of Christ. Hardly has she told 
her story when 
" Slowly the rainbow rose, parting m 
twain: 
And, lo, in the midst of the throne of 
love 
There stood a lamb as it had been slain; 
And over the throne there brooded a 
Dove.'' 
" '£he Chamber of Faith" sounds like 
a personal confession of error, disbelief, 
and wayward progress along the wrong 
path. The man, grown older, rejoices in 
the liberty of " enfranchised vision" and 
freedom from the '' bondage of ancient 
authority,'' and yet is drawn by some un-
seen force to the loveliness and beauty of 
his mother's faith. 
'' Perchance in her symbols I yet may find 
Some meaning missed, some drift undi. 
vined, 
Some clue to a refuge this side of death, 
Where Reason and Faith, where Man 
and Child, 
Where Law and Love may be recon-
ciled.'' 
In the presence of her Christ, who must 
become his, he rejects his doubt&, realis-
ing-
'' That this way Renunciation lies, 
That Faith herself is my sacrifice.'' 
And out of this faith there springs a new 
hope-
" Who knows but beyond the narrow scope 
Of these chamber walls, she lives again, 
A transmuted force unnamed of men, 
One wave thereof is this trembling hope, 
That beyond the beyond, and above the 
above 
There yet' may be things that we know 
not oH" 
And in " The Story of a Soul" is re-
corded the endeavour of a proud youth to 
sever himself from earth and real experi-
ence, and to realise Truth through l~eason 
only. The upshot of this endeavour is that 
one youth is brought back to Earth 
abruptly, learning that he must not seek 
Truth " as gods" but as a man, " whose 
roots are in the earth. '' He is '' vanquished 
by a girl'' and forced to admit that 
'' The hands of Truth are boon less, and the 
lips of Truth are tuneless, 
When we sever her from r~ove, and throne 
her coldly overhead. 
Truth is sphered in sweet communion. 
Trnth is life and love in union. 
Hand in hand from spiritual founts we 
catch the circling thrill. 
We are not compact of r·casons. There 
are changes in our seasons; 
And the crescent orb of youth has many 
phases to fulfil." 
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In these poems just quoted, and others 
of the same class, there is neither new nor 
brilliant thought, but there is evidence of 
a good, sincere and religious man, having 
faced his problems honestly and having 
dared to recant when he found his way of 
thinking wrong. 
His two imaginative semi-historical 
poenm are more compelling than any hither-
to mentioned-" The Goths in Campania" 
and '' Convict Once.'' 'l'he former is the 
love confession of the Roman Princess 
Plaeidia, sitting beside her sleeping Gothic 
lover Adolphus, who had captured her and 
won her to love. This poem, written in 
blank verse, has none of the irritating jingle 
which so often mars Brunton Step hens' 
work, and besides it is full of strong feeling 
and decorated with worthy images, as in 
this passage-
'· I am not Roman when he looks upon me 
\Vith those mild eyes of unaccustomed 
blue; 
Vvoman, not Roman, when his strong em-
lJraces, 
Crm;h me with rugged promises of love." 
Bxcellent is the contrast between Homan 
and Goth conveyed in the following lines; 
excellent the revelation of the woman's 
lwart and her ideal man and love-
'· Ami aU my soul cried out for what it 
had not, 
'ro crown the life ol' summer and my own, 
Hono1·ius' sister, Theodosius ' daughter, 
P lacidia, I, of Roman maidens first, 
Had welcomed fellowship and clasped 
intrusion;-
yet no man asked my heart, no man my 
love. 
None to the longing o£ my life made 
answer; 
None broke the still Imperial solitude 
With sweet audacity of hardy wooing; 
None wronged the princess by the 
woman's right. . 
Such time · had been, until this bold 
Adolphus 
\'Yith warrior-laugh o 'erleaped preroga-
tive, 
And caught me for a spoil beneath his 
bnckler, 
The princess captive, but the woman free. 
A dreary code of law inscribed in purple 
Had been ihe record of Placidia 's years, 
But that this Goth from out the Boreal 
lustre 
Of his blue eyes shed heav'n upon the 
page, 
And wrote in crimson characters of 
triumph 
The story of a glad captivity. 
~-,or in restraint of foot I leaped to rescue 
.B-,rom golden chains and regal servitude ; 
And this my durance is a fond redemp-
tion 
That makes me free to love, and to be 
loved.'' 
The conflict between the Roman princess 
and the Goth 's wife is hot and strong, but 
ends at the waking of Adolphus. When he 
sleeps 
'' Daughter, sister, princes..<>, rise within me, 
A trinity abhorrent of itself-" 
But all memory of father, brother, and 
Roman grandeur, dies in the presence of 
love-
'' lie stirs and this pavilion's girth be-
cometh 
My orb of lands, and hallowed round of 
love. 
He wakes, and country is a dream for-
gotten: 
Where thou, Adolphus, art, there is my 
Home.'' 
'· Convict Once'' is ·interesting, not 
only on account of its theme, but by reason 
of the sustained poetic imagination and 
e(1ually poetic expression of which Brun-
ton Stephens shows himself capable in this 
poem. A female convict is freed after 
seven years' fearful expiation of some un-
named passoniate crime ; before her lies 
the glorious wilderness of the Australian 
bnsh, with its promise of freedom and a 
new life. She becomes a governess, assum-
ing the name of Magdalen Power, and has 
in her charge three happy and beautiful 
girls-
'' Hyacinth, Lily, and Violet-pleasant con-
ceit of their christening : 
Hyacinth, darkly embowered in the 
riches of clustering curls; 
Slenderly delicate Lily, a lily trans-
figured and glistening.; 
Violet, lowly and meek, yet the joy of 
my garland of girls.' 
A good and pure influence in their lives, 
she watches these girls grow in mind and 
body, until Hyacinth, the oldest, gives 
tokens of being in love-
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'' Hyacinth loves I have noted of 
late the mysterious transition; 
Soft, silken-footed approaches of some-
thing that whispers a change; 
Chrysalis-stirrings that herald the full 
winged and perfected mission ; 
Timid assumptions of woman- de-
meanour unwonted and strange." 
Pnscen, l\Iagdalen Power watches the pro-
gress of this love, sees Hyancinth 's rap-
turous greeting of her lover in the hidden 
forest trysting-place, hears her poetic 
praises of his strong manhood. One dread-
ful day l\lagdalen Power herself falls in 
love with this young lover, Raymond Tre-
vclyan, and exerts all her charms and 
beauty, powers hitherto kept strongly in 
check, to win him. Hyacinth's father un-
wittingly helps her by sending his daughter 
to school, and then the path is clear for 
l\1agdalen Power. She wins Raymond, but 
is not happy in her victory. Hyacinth's 
lllother dies and the unhappy girl, return-
ing from school, discloses her love for Ray-
mond, at which her father is irate and 
swears over the grave of his wife that no 
daughter of his will ever marry the son of 
a convict, such as Raymond Trevelyan. 
Hyacinth grows wan and pale, and the 
governess realising that 
'' When sin hath its desire, the desirable-
ness thereof dies,'' 
and haunted by Hyacinth's sorrow, seeks 
to drown herself in a distant mountain lake, 
but on her way thereunto, is struck sense-
less by the falling limb of a tree. In 
delirium she reveals the secret of her 
treachery, and though forgiven is not 
happy. She learns that she has not long 
to live-
" 'l'here is that in my heart which shall lay 
me ere long with the flowers,'' 
but wishes that, ere she dies, she should have 
an opportunity of repairing the wrong she 
had done. Her desire is fulfilled- Hya-
cinth's father, beseeching her to marry him, 
regrets that his sacred word binds his child 
to unh:.1ppincss. He requires some sign 
from Heaven to show him that he should 
break it; he cries-
'' Yea were the brand of the law on thy 
name-shall the mere words offend 
thee?-
As I have donP, even thus would I do, for 
the love of my child.'' 
:M:'agdalen Power reveals her hated secret 
and shortly afterwards dies, leaving Hya-
cinth restored to her loYer and happy, her-
self peaceful in the knowledge that she has 
atoned for lH' r sin. There are numerous 
beautiful pictures in the poem, chiefiy con-
errning Ilyacinth- Ilyaeiuth flushed with 
the first jo)·ful consciousne:;s of love, Hya-
cinth meeting her lover-
'' radiant, elated, her bloom at the fullest, 
Rap1. like a vision-filled soul that hath 
quaffed of divine Ilippocrcne. '' 
Hyacinth sleeping-
'' Soft sits the light on her beautiful brow; 
no such radiance is given, 
In the morn's kiss, unto npprrmost leaf-
age or easternmost peak.'' 
This and the "Goths of Campania" are 
the two of his serious poems, which most 
trnly deserve to live. 
But Brunton Stephens is at his best 
as a humorist, though even here he is pro-
vokingly irritating. His extreme realism 
is at times disgusting (" 1'o a Black Gin"). 
and his fondness for easy punning makes 
one most impatient. 
'' 'l'hy dress is somewhat scant for proper 
feelino- · 
As is thy fl"e~h, too-scarce thy bones con-
cealing; 
Thy calves unquestionably want re-veal-
ing." 
'' ·what must his gauge be, if thy features 
pleased him? 
If lordship of such limbs as thine ap-
peased him, 
It ·was not ' calf-love' certainly that 
seized him. '' 
.["To a Black Gin."] 
He is a skilful and pleasant parodist 
an<l most proficient in his introduction o [ 
words and phrases from well-known poems 
into ridiculoufl places. 'l'his may be seen in 
" Nonsuited," the story of a hapless lover, 
who lost his doth<'fl while swimming a 
flooded creek, on the way to propose to the 
lady of his affections. She came wander-
ing by the waters and he was forced to take 
refuge in a lAgoon and listen to her sighs 
at his delay. Then his rival appeared and 
he heard him propose and his lady accept 
him. Here is a parody from Keats' " Isa-
bella''-
'' Was ever lover in so lorn a case ? 
Was ever lover in so wild a mood? 
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He nearly pull.ed the beard from off his 
face· 
He wo;Ild have J'Pnt his !!'arm('nts if lw 
could. ~ ' 
How could he woo a dame hi'l suit to 
grace 
Who had no suit, save that wherein he 
stood? 
Oh, what were youth, wealth, station in 
society, 
Without the textile adjuncts of pro-
priety?'' 
And a notr from "L~rcidas" reilonnds, in his 
description of the hapless swain's horse 
whieh 
" Wail gorging in fresh fields and pastures 
new." 
'' The Great Pig Story of the Tweed'' re-
calls that d,~lightful American skit on the 
crlrrity of railway officials, and is a parody 
of " 'rhe Ancient .:\fariner." The old man 
" Cantharifles P. Roehuck, late 
Of the steamboat ' Arakoon,' " 
·keeps a young bridegroom against his will, 
to ask him 
" Was them consignments pigs? 
Was them things pigs or no?'' 
It transpired that they were griffins, but by 
the time the old man had related his tale, 
the itinerant parson, to whom the bride-
groom was hastening, had gone and he 
could only say to his reproachful and 
lamenting b1·ide that-1vlas-to-have-been, 
" Was them things pigs or no?" " The 
Squatter's Baccy Famine'' is written in 
the metre of Tennyson 's " l\Iariana in the 
Moated Grange.'' One stanza will serve 
as illustration-
'' Books had 110 power to mend his grief, 
'rhe maga:.ines could tempt no more; 
' Cut Gold-IJeaf' was the only leaf 
That he harl c·ared to ponder o'er-
From chair to sofa sad he swings, 
And then from sofa back to chair ; . 
But in the depth of his despair 
Can catch no ' bird 's-eye' view of 
things. 
And -;till he said, ' l\Iy life is dreary; 
No hacc.v, boys,' he said. 
He said. ' I am a weary, a weary; 
1 'cl jnst as soon be dead.' " 
His best known poems are '' l\Iy 
C'hint>e Cook, " l\fy Other Chinee Cook," 
and " Drought and Doctrine." Ilere his 
colloquialisms, his constant play Oll words 
and his extremely facile metre are admir-
abl~' suited to his subjects. One's aesthetic 
feeling is not disturbed when he describes 
tlw advent uf the mmderful Chinee cook 
in thL• following manner-
'' But at last we got the right one, [ may 
say 'twas b.\' a i1uke, 
For he dropped in miscellaneous-like, 
that handy Chinee cook.'' 
In the last line of each stanza he attaches 
a descriptive epithet to this wonder, " that 
pions Chinee cook,'' '' my cleanly Chince 
cook,'' '' tlwt valuahle cook,'' '' this delect-
Hhle .i\T ongol ian," " this cc lestial Chinee 
cook, who shed celestial hrightncss on the 
most sequeRtered nook," was so perfect that 
his employers felt he was a mystery-that 
in the nature of things there must be some-
thing the matter with him. And at last 
the secret was rliscovered; he was a burglar 
who had made a great haul of jewellery in 
Sydney, and the unfortunate master in his 
capacity of J.P. was forced to apprehend 
him, but never ceasecl to lament the deed-
" Take away the hated letters-'Twas my 
'justice' robbed my 'peace'; 
Take my name from the commission, and 
my matchless cook release. 
But I fear my J obnny 's dead, for I am 
haunted. by a spook, 
With oblique eyes and a pigtail, like my 
lost, my Chinee cook.'' 
' ' l\Iy Other Chinee Cook'' was equally 
amm;;ing and more tragic-
" Yes, I got another Johnny, but he was 
to Number One 
As a Satyr to Ilyperion, as a rushlight 
to the s1m; 
lie was lazy, he was cheeky, he was dirty, 
he was sly, 
But he had a singlE' virtue, and its name 
was rabbit pie." 
One clay John produced no pie, and on 
being pressed for an explanation blurted 
out, 
" T1ast-a-week-a plenty puppy, thiR-a-weck-a 
puppy done.'' 
A fine note of elegy f'loscs the poem-
'' And the childless mothers met me, as I 
kicked him from the door, 
With loud maternal wailings, and ana-
themas galore ; 
I must part with pretty Tiny, I must part 
with little Fly, 
For I 'm sure they know the story of the 
so-called ' rabbit pie.' " 
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" Drought and Doctrine" is a regular 
'' bush yarn,'' told by a thankful father to 
the doctor who had saved his infant son. 
This child had been ill, and, as he was not 
baptised, his mother wns literally worry-
ing herself to <leaih, believing that in 
heaven un baptised children were not 
allowed to mix " with other little folk." 
News of an itinerant parson was brought 
by brother Bill from Bluegrass Creek, and 
the family hastened to the christening. and, 
as it was a time of drought, carried the 
water with them. 
"We had filled a dead marine, sir, at the 
family water hole.'' 
As this ·was labelled " Old Tom" it was 
thought vvise to leave it in the porch of the 
little bush church, until it was needed. But 
alas! When the unhappy father went to 
get it, he saw a swaggy draining the last 
drop and winking prodigiously. When he 
' ' 
discovered that he had chunk water and 
not " Old Tom," he startled the congrega-
tion by tlw crash which he made with the 
empty bottle and by his vicious yell of 
" Sold again." Thus the child could not 
be christrncd, but fortunately the doctor 
was passing by and saved hi~, so that the 
ceremony was performed later and the boy 
named '' Bill.'' 
Brunton Stephens 's settler concludes 
with characteristic good sense-
'' So now you '11 take the tenner. Oh, con-
found the bloomin' change! 
Lord, had Billy died !-but, doctor, don't 
you think it summut strange 
That them as keeps the Gate would have 
refused to let him in 
Because a fool mistook a drop of Adam's 
ale for gin?'' 
-H.M. 
Armageddon. 
A persistent belief in the eschatology 
of New Testament writings is primarily 
responsible for the widespread belief that 
in some form or other the present war is 
the last-that through its foreshadowing of 
a newer, cleaner, saner em of progress, in 
some sense it marks the close of the present 
age. Thus it happens that references to 
Armageddon are common even in the best 
journals, and thr spirit which animates 
such referencrs has been crystallised into a 
current summary of our war aims-'' The 
war to end war.;' 
\Vithout expressing an opinion on the 
wider eschatological issues involved, it may 
be definitely asserted that before universal 
pNtce can be securrd one condition at least 
must be fulfilled: there must arise inter-
national leaders of wide vision, stout hearts, 
and unlimiterl sympathy with the short-
sightedness and fickleneRs of lesser men. 
The problem is how to evolve such leaders, 
nnd how +o obtain sufficient appreciative 
disciples to make their leadership effertive. 
Internation:1lism is already in the air, 
iJHd enthnsinsts, as usual, are hailing it as 
a nniversal panacea for current social ills, 
espeei1lly thP admitted evil of war. In 
recent years ~rveral Peace c-onferences have 
been held, and several leagues have been 
formed to promote the growth of the inter-
national spirit, amongst them being the 
curious anomaly " The League to Enforce 
Pence," o£ which ex-President Taft is the 
chairman. 
Speaking generally, the two most 
favoured methods in all such schemes are 
those or international arbitration and con-
ciliation, and, as a last re~ort, the uniting 
of all consenting nations into a huge 
'' trust'' for the protection of its component 
nations b.v force of arms and by economic 
boycott of any aggressor until such time as 
the heady national disturber of the peace 
cnn:•'s to its senses. 
In r•1Y opinic·n, hcm·ever valu:1ble as 
preliminary hypntheses, such schemes are 
ctoomc·rl w failure because thev are founded 
11pon the old principle of nati~nalism. Eac1l 
nation is to retain its national individuality, 
its peeuliar language and customs-indeed 
to dcwlop along- lines of exclusiveness while 
professedly cultivatin~ an ethic of inter-
national charity. Such a spiritual contra-
diction sooner or later must break down 
and war result. Union without unity is 
blind, selfish, nncl disruptive. Probahly 
there is no spiritual force so calculated to 
remoYe antagonisms temporarily ns fear of 
a common danger. At the time. and especi-
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ally in t hr full flood of first realisation, a 
wa've of rmotion may hind nations tof!'ether 
hy rliminating tlw superimposed results of 
<lifl'rn•JH·es in raeial histor.v and allowing 
fn•<• scoJW to tlw common human instinct of 
sclf-pl'('Rrr·ntion. But <lin•1·genees in the 
<h•vclopmrnt of this \'cry instimt make it 
rxtn•mely difficult to unite two nations in 
snch a way that they are content to rrceive 
rommon treatment, follow common methods. 
fm hmit to undivided authority-even in the 
facr of rommon danger. It has taken three 
and a-hnlf years of the greateRt nntiona l . 
<lnnger that ('ver threatened to convince the 
Allirs of the advantages o-f' a nnit~' of rom-
mand in the firlcl. an<11o srcurc true unity 
of co-oprrntion there is much still tp be 
accomplished. For how long in the selfish 
times of peace would even the present 
arrangrmrnt endure? 
It JS of no use to blink the facts. 
Kationalism i.;; a standing challenge and 
danger to internationalism. Even suppos-
ing we had reaehed the stage of having an 
international parliament, some one indi-
vidual would need to be the dominant figure 
in that parliament, some group or groups of 
representatives would form '' caves'' in that 
assembly. All the party 'ltrife and bitter-
ness known to Australian politics would 
there be accentuated and multiplied by a 
thousand traditional prejncliceR, a myriad 
national idio-;yncrasics. 
Failing a parliament, \rhat will form 
the common bond bet"·een the signatories 
of the League of Nations? Will it be a slow 
system of commw1ications, despatches, 
negotiations-scraps of paper? Where 
then the protection agaim;t a qnick-Rtriking 
aggressor? If it be vcst•.•d in an inter-
national police force-thP delight of so 
man~· hearts-how will the police quotas 
lw proportioned, who is to comman 1, what 
nation will lH' predominant. who ·will policr 
the seas? 
These arc only the beginnings of 
queries that might· be multiplied indefi-
nitely, cnch of ·which could generatt> enough 
frirtion to dissolve the union or divide it 
into opposing gr0ups. What I would 
<''11 phasisc is that every union fornwd on 
the hasi::; of present nationalities is rn-
cl0wed at its hirth with lines of rlcavagc 
which at any time might ·wreck it. There 
mnst he unity as well as union. It is not 
an exaggeration to say that most "·ars are 
caused by the selfishness of national aspira-
tions. and that selfishness generally has 
rr>ntretl aro1PHl national aggrandisement-
the lust of possession. So long as natiQns 
and m1tionnl exelusiveness remain, so long 
will it lw possible for wars to arise similar 
to. and pel'llflps greater than, the prrsent 
rouflict. 
The whole problem is intensified by the 
specially irritated diagonal line of cleavage 
-colour prejudice. In Africa, in India, 
in China, in Japan nations are awakening 
which comprise considerably more than half 
the people of the glohe. What has our 
boasted " white" civilisation to say to the 
challcngr? Will it continue its past myopic 
policy uf drawing caricatures of the Yellow 
Peril? Is it yet prepared to ignore 
externals and emphasise ideals? I hate 
pessimism, but I believe not. The policy 
of '' whit<''' Australia, and similar policies 
elsewhere, are a standing provocation to 
future wars-wars the intensity of which 
will far surpass anything we have so far 
witnessed if something radical is not done 
to avert them. No! Armageddon is not 
now. " Thr war to end war" has yet to 
he fought! 
But it may be said that my argument 
is based on wrong premises; that it is not 
proposed to allow the present lines of 
national cleavage to endure; that advant-
age will be taken of already existent inter-
national seutiment, and that the natural 
expansion of such sentiment through all 
channels of life will be sufficient to support 
thr erection and continuance of a union of 
nations to enforce what is in the interests 
of all. 
Granted. Then what follows? This-
that the already existing cross-currents of 
national life will drift internationally wide 
around the world. Unfortunately the 
motive po"·cr of present international senti-
ment is lal'gely economic-and selfish. 
·within the State class is opposed to class. 
·write such oppo'lition large, and one has 
the boasted world-wide unions of employers 
aud the workrrs of the world, both threaten-
ing t,l rnforrc their views. On such 
grounds in the future there may be inter-
national class wars of terri1lc vindictive-
ness, to prc>vcnt whieh the eomparativrly 
petty international police force would be of 
little or no use, even if it were as a body 
impartial. It is tnw that the ethics of 
Sorialism do not cnrourage the war spirit 
as such, but to argue that Socialism and 
UNIVERSITY MAGAZl.rqE, May, 1918. 
Pacifism arc onr is pure foolishnrs:s. Un-
fortunat·'ly, the appeal for social " im-
provPmeut" is loo often made on economic 
and Il(;m-moral gt·omHls, and the nwans used 
are only tou apt to bP of a pieee with the 
appeal to selfisluwss. 
Allowing, therefore, for the moment 
that the questions of Nationalism and 
Colour Prejudice can be surmounted, there 
remains still what I might call the inter-
national horizontal social cleavages as a 
permanent dangPr to peace. It is some-
times too easily forgotten that inter-
nationalism may breed an even more power-
ful, because more elusive . form of selfish-
ness than our present system. Now, anti-
social conduct can be localised or at least 
located more or less readily: then, the area 
of operatiom; would be indefinitely widened, 
officialdom more securely established. the 
total environmrnt more· complex, so that 
the difficulty of locating shortcomingR and 
their ramifications would be correspond-
ingly increased. 1\nd meanwhile the irri-
tation would grow and grow and grow: and 
war "·ould again be with men. 
Further, even if the economic dangers 
can be averted, there remains the last and 
most to be feared of all the threatening 
dangers-wars for ideals. We claim that 
the present is a war of ideals, and in a 
sense it is. It is at least a war of theories 
ol' gowrnment. But in the final stages of 
iuternalionalism, if snch is to be our social 
goal, the struggle will probably centre 
round the universalisation of conflicting 
spiritual ideals as they refer to the rPlation 
of God and man. Strange to think so, and 
it might be argued that the spiritual ad-
vance wi!l ere then be so great as to make 
all >Wtr impossible. Face the facts. Psy-
chologically man must have a religion. 
Logically hr must have a credal expression 
of that religion. That there will be differ-
ing conceptions of religion is equally cer-
tain. That religious emotion is capable of 
breeding the most fierce antipathies is more 
certain than alL There remains then this 
incentive to future wars, even were inter-
nationalism realised to-morrow. And in 
my opinion it is when the stage of univer-
salising conflicting religious ideals is 
reached that a series of the fiercest of all 
wars may begin. Such would be Armaged-
don indeed, a war to end war, a war of 
extermination. -T.T. 
Camouflage. 
When the -th Field Artillery Rein-
. forcements found they weren't being issued 
with their allotted portion of jam, they 
took the law into their own hands and pur-
chased a sufficiency from the' Q.l\1. stores. 
The result was that all leave for the Unit 
was stopped for the next fortnight. Their 
O.C., Lieut. Richard O'Connor, a young 
Irishman, who wasn't afraid of the devil 
himself, was so much in sympathy with his 
men that he decided to intercede on their 
behalf with the Commanding Officer, 
Colonel X. Ham Rawlins. In talking the 
matter over with him, he said: 
"You know, Colonel, the Q:uarter-
master is to blame for this unfortunate 
business. I find he has been issuing short 
rations to the men." 
"That is all very well, Mr. 0 'Connor," 
said the ColoneL ''As a matter of fact, I 
have already placed Sergeant-Major Trun-
son under arrest for it. But that does not 
exonerate the men on any account. Not by 
any means ! I am punishing them not be-
cause they took so:rhe jam to which they 
were entitled, but for breach of military 
discipline." 
''I can scarcely grasp the significance 
of the distinction, sir,'' returned 0 'Connor 
evenly. ''Why the men should be penalised 
for a crime virtually committed by the 
Quartermaster is a fact which fails to im-
press me." 
''Being a young man, and an Irishman, 
it wouldn't. If you can understand that 
I am drawing a distinction between the 
moral and legal grounds of the case, you 
may arrive at a different conclusion." 
"Considering, then, sir, first the legal 
aspect of the case," said 0 'Connor, and 
proceeded to explain to his superior officer 
in precisely logical terms what his views 
were on the matter. Thus they argued for 
fifteen minutes on end, 0 'Connor cool-
headed and coldly sarcastic, the Colonel 
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hard-headed and obstinate. When the 
Irishman had had enough of it, he played 
his trump card, and touched the command-
ing officer on a weak spot. 
"'Will you take a sporting bet, sir?" 
he said, tapping the ash off his cigar on the 
polished mahogany desk. 
"What is that, JUr. 0 'Connod" asked 
the Colonel, curious. . 
''This! At our sports next Friday I 
will be running with Lieut. Blake in the 
Gretna Green. I am playing the damsel 
stunt. Now, if I can make up in such a 
manner that you will not recognise me, will 
you agree to let my men off? I will give you 
all the opporhmity you want to discover 
me; stay in your vicinity all the afternoon, 
if you like.'' 
And in the end, because he was a real 
sport, and because he was sure of a good 
thing, the Colonel accepted the bet. He 
picked up the telephone receiver. 
"By the way," he said, '' yol'l. have 
reminded me to call up Mrs. Carew-
Smithers. She is our guest of honour on 
Friday; opening the show, and all that 
sort of thing, you know.'' 
Later in the day, 0 'Connor stepped 
into a telephone booth at the end of the 
lines and asked for a number. ''Hullo!'' 
he said. ''I want to see Mrs. Carew-
Smithers.'' 
Mrs. Carew-Smithers 's voice came 
booming over the wire. ''Hullo, Aunt! 
I 'm coming round to see you this evening 
at 7 ... " 
By the end of the day the whole camp, 
officers and men, knew of the momentous 
bet. It started with the Colonel's orderly, 
who had been lisb'ning in the next room, 
instead of cleaning boots. 
On the Friday afternoon, when the 
Colonel came up perspiring and happy, 
l\Irs . Carew-Smithers stepped fat and 
majestic from her car, and introduced him 
to the most delightful young woman he had 
ever beheld. 
"This is the man of the moment, my 
<lear, Colonel Ham Rawlins. My niece, 
Colonel, l\Iiss l\Iary Lansing. '' 
Colond Rawlins bowed over the little 
hand offerrd to him in his most courtly 
manner, and spoke of his extreme pleasure 
and man)' other things relevant to the 
occasion. He made his way ove1· the verdant 
lawn with a lady on either side, and pro-
ceeded to take up a comfortable position 
for the party in basket chairs on the grand-
stand platform. Thus they soon formed 
the centre of an :tdmiring crowd, ·where Miss 
Lansing constituted the attraction. A 
khaki-clad bevy of officers, from impres-
sionable young subalterns up to the stolid 
l\Iajor, swarmed on to the plaform to catch 
a more intimate glimpse of this new crea-
tion suddenly thrust into their midst. And 
to each in turn she offered a daintily gloved 
hand, murmuring her happiness at the 
meeting in a charmingly low voice that 
enchanted her hearers. 
At 1.30 precisely, after a word of intro-
duction from the Colonel, Mrs. Carew-
Smithers opened the programme with a few 
>Yell-directed sentences in her fearless, 
abrupt manner, and sat down again amid 
applause from the multitude. The sports 
began, and the officers seized the oppor-
tunity to make their lady friends known to 
their commanding officer. But theirs was 
a selfish motive, each hoping to effect an 
exchange agreeable to himself and get away 
with the charming young damsel, Miss 
Mary Lansing. They had no chance with 
the Colonel however. His was an eye for 
beauty. He seemed to take a fatherly 
interest in the girl. A leech was not in the 
same water-hole with him. So that the 
officers, from subaltern up, had to content 
themselves with a long-distance view by 
sitting round the favoured Colonel in a sort 
of charmed circle. 
The girl was dressed in some filmy 
stuff of pale blue that revealed the perfect 
contour of her ravishing figur~. A wide-
brimmed hat of light-coloured straw, per-
fect in its simplicity, half-concealed the 
crown of glorious hair, and set the piquant 
face in alluring shadow. A blue spotted 
veil added just the proper touch of colour-
ing and expression, and completed this 
divinity. 
Meanwhile the Colonel was not idle. 
He bent an alert eye on all suspicious 
females who came within reach of vision, 
and even went to the extent of appraising 
each bundle of femininity introduced to 
him by his officers. He lmew the full 
breadth of the Irish imagination and native 
wit; but felt confident in his own ability 
to eirrnmvent any of' its inventions. He 
lranr<L back in his chair, and accepted a 
cup of tea from the hand of Mrs. Carew-
Smithers, wiping his heated cranium with 
a khaki handkerchief. 
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He said, lifting the cup in his heavy 
paw: 
''Thank you! This is very acceptable 
on such a day. I 'm sorry I can't offer you 
a fan, l\Iiss Lansing. Inexcusable oversight 
of the committee.'' 
In the saucer beneath lay a folded piece 
of white paper. Curiously he took it up 
and read it. An amused smile spread over 
his countenance. 
''Ladies and gentlemen,'' he observed, 
directly addressing the girl at his side, ''I 
have a bet on with one of my officers, Lieut. 
0 'Connor, O.C. of the -th. He is riding 
in the Gretna Green as tB.e lady, and bets 
I will not discover his identity before the 
race is run, even though I come into per-
sonal contact with him at various times. 
Here l have a note from some individual 
who evidently wants me to win, giving me 
a hint on the matter: 'Keep an eye on the 
female in the red blouse, pink hat, and 
auburn hair. 'l'here 's a striking resem-
blance to Lirut. Richard 0 'Connor. A 
Friend.' Oraerly! wander round the 
grounds and see if you can find a lady in a 
red blouse, pink hat, and with auburn hair. 
When you find her, bring her along to me.'' 
Five minutes later, while the Colonel 
and his party were interested in the efforts 
of two mounted tug-of-war teams, his 
orderly came up, saluted, and stood aside 
to exhibit a stranger in skirts. She wore 
a red blouse, a pink hat, and her hair was 
the colour of flames on a dark night. She 
fitted the description to perfection. 
Colonel X. Ham Rawlins rose out of 
his cane chair and extended his hand. 
"Madam," he said genially, "it gives 
me grrat pleasure to meet a lady so distin-
guished as yourself. Won't you be 
seated~" 
The anbum-haired one, all in a happy 
.flutter, took the proferred chair with an 
uneasy grace. Gathering confidence, how-
ever, from the Colonel's evident sincerity 
of countenance, she began to fan away her 
flushed emharrassment, and scttlrd herself 
more comfortably in the wicker ehair. The 
Colonel, .like some great actor prrparing for 
a big serne, leaned forwar<l and prore<'rll'(l 
to entt>rtain his andirnce with an exhibition 
of his own histrionic talent. Hr m•nt to 
\\·ork on his victim with as gn~at skill as he 
had often used a fly to play the trout. 
'' Y rs, madam,'' he remarked pleas-
antly, "I am told you haw a son in the 
-th. :\ice young fellow; vrry nice! I 
congratulate you, my dear lady, on having 
such a son. He is getting his bombardier's 
stripe next ireek. Very good worker, very 
good!" 
The lady rustled her fan in a flutter of 
joy. 
''Oh, Colonel! how can I thank you. 
I am sure my dear boy will do you credit. 
So like his father he is, easy-going, good-
natured, but nobody ever worked harder 
than him. l\ly boy will be sure to please 
yon, Colmw l. He was killed in the Boer 
wae-his father, I mean-and he got the 
King's medal and the Queen's medal, and 
I 'm sure Archie will get the V. C. or some-
thing same as his father. 'Archir,' he said, 
before he went, 'always work hard and do 
your best, and you'll be a credit to your 
mother.' 'Always turn a smiling face to 
the dark cloud,' was his great saying. 
An amused titter of appreciation and 
applause went round the company at this 
effort. The pink-hatted lady appeared sllb-
limely unconscious of it all. She had eyes 
and cars only for the Colonel. 
''I believe all you say, madam,'' 
returned the commanding officer. "I am 
sure your boy will do us credit, and will 
live to be a great general or something. 
By the way, may I presume on our short 
acquaintance to remark on the strange like-
ness you bear to one of my officers. It is 
most striking, most striking. Except that 
your hair is a little too red; pardon! 
auburn, I mean. But perhaps you dye it. 
May I ask exactly what hair-wash you pre-
fer~" 
''Excuse me, Colonel,'' said the lady, 
a trifle haughtily, the happy smile chasc·d 
from her reddened visazov, ''my hair is not 
dyed. And that is a remark no gentleman 
would pass, either.'' 
The Colonel stretched out a hand, and 
rubbed his thick fingers over her cheek. 
''A very clean shave indeed, very 
clean!" he observed imperturbably. 
"Which do you favour, madam, a safety-
razor or an ordinary one? For myself, I 
find a Blnntly P<ltent gives the greatest 
satisfartion. 
'l'he woman was furious. 
''How dare you offer me snch an insult. 
Y cu are a very vulgar person, and I will 
report your behaviour to the authorities." 
Colonel Rawlins at this point recog-
nised the arrival of thr climax, and decided 
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to stage the denouement of the comedy in 
one last unexpected effort. Shooting out 
his great fist, he knocked the startled lady's 
pink hat from her head. 
'' 0 'Connor, you Irish devil, you can't 
fool me!" he roared, and grabbed up a 
handful of auburn hair in no tender 
fashion, with the intention of exposing the 
fraud under the camouflage of wig. It 
came away in his hand in a fiery confusion 
of matted strands; but instead of the wavy 
brown hair of 0 'Connor revealing itself, 
there sprang into view a white expanse of 
bald cranium. At this unlooked-for vision, 
the Colonel started back in gaping bewilder-
ment, and in so doing met the furious gaze 
of two totally unfamiliar eyes. They were 
a flaming angry blue. 0 'Connor 's were of 
the steel grey variety. And then without 
warning he received a resounding stinging 
slap on the cheek. 
It was an infuriated and speechlessly 
indignant female who flung herself down 
the steps in a confused mass of red hair 
and a lop-sided pink hat, and made for the 
gate. 
Under the gentle ministration of Mary 
Lansing, the Colonel gradually calmed 
down, and began to take a more lenient 
view of the affair. He even finally began 
to appreciate the humonr of it. The girl's 
merry conversation was like a soothing 
balm to his outraged dignity. Her naive 
grace and entrancing charm of manner 
were very flattering to his wounded vanity ; 
and he became his gay old sporting self 
again. 
When three o'clock arrived, they all 
adjourned to the big marquee for refresh-
ment, "·here by some means of stratagem 
the Colonel found himself taking tea alone 
with 1\Irs. Carew-Smithers, while opposite 
him sat Mary Lansing and Lieut. Blake, 
very much absorbed in each other. And 
later, during the battery display, while he 
took his guest of honour on a tour of inspec-
tion round the gun-pits,· and explained to 
her amid the throbbing explosion of shells 
the gentle art of camouflage, those two 
young people wandered off by themselves 
out of the roar of artificial battle, and 
seized the opportunity to crowd an after-
noon's talk into fifteen minutes. 
l\:Ii.ss Lansing glanced up at Blake 
from under her concealing expanse of hat 
with a roguish smile. 
''And who may your bride be for the 
Gretna Green, l\Ir. Blake ~ '' she said. 
Blake stopped and looked frankly into 
the girl's gray eyes. He said: ''For this 
afternoon, Miss Lansing, I am riding with 
that notorious Irishman, Lieut. 0 'Connor. 
But for the future I am hoping for a more . 
permanent and feminine partner. I 'm ask-
ing her this evening at the concert. '' 
''Women, you know,'' the girl told 
him, ''are innately inquisitive creatures. 
l\Iay I ask who the fortunate lady is~" 
"I'll tell you to-night after I've asked 
her,'' said Blake. 
At four o'clock the Gretna Green race 
was run. The Colonel sat in his basket-
chair listening with polite interest to the 
chatter of two middle-aged but well-mean-
ing spinsters. He rose with alacrity as l\Irs. 
Carew-Smithers came strenuously up the 
stone steps, and placed a chair for her. 
''That's nice of you, dear Colonel,'' 
she thanked him in her rich deep-toned 
voice. Her frank, invigorating manner was 
like a draught of wholesome air to his 
drooping wits. 
"I have just been enjoying a comfor-
table siesta,'' she said, employing the 
Colonel's pocket-book as a fan. 
"And where is Miss Lansing ~" he 
asked. 
''Oh, my niece has a slight headache, 
Colonel, and is resting in the cool. I think 
the firing must have affected her." 
"It's so confoundedly hot, too," he 
supplemented. 
And as he said it, something came to 
him like a flash of intuition. He began to 
put two and two together in his own capable 
fashion. He cast a suspicious glance at his 
black-robed companion. 
'' l\Irs. Carrw-Smithers, '' he said, 
"have you noticed a likeness in your niece 
to one of my officers 1 '' 
''I have indeed,'' she returned, gazing 
shrewdly at him. ''There's a strange 
resemblance to Lieut. 0 'Connor. It's al-
most uncanny.'' 
''Quite!'' said the Colonel with 
:-;aJ'<·asnl. Tie raised a pair of field-glasses 
to his r•yes. "This is the heat in which 
Blake and 0 'Connor are now riding. Have 
a look at 'em." 
He passed the glasses to l\Irs. Carew-
Smithers, pointing with his finger across 
J.:.i·? 
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the turf; and as he did so, he uttered a 
short laugh. He had seen 0 'Connor, clad 
in some light garment, galloping easily with 
Blake to the winning post. He was minus 
hat and wig. 
"By the way," he observed evenly, 
''your niece was wearing a very pretty 
dress this afternoon. I 'm real fond of that 
shade of blue.'' 
He escorted Mrs. Carew-Smithers to 
her handsome limousine in a perfectly sar-
castic mood, which served to conceal his 
bad temper at being again completely fooled 
by the iiH'OITigible Irishman. Albeit he 
felt cheered at having discovered the fraud 
before the heat had been run. 
The chauffeur touched his cap to Mrs. 
Carew-Smithers. 
''Miss Lansing went home earlier,'' he 
said. ''She said she would be at the con-
cert to-night." 
Colonel Rawlins stood on the grass and 
watched the car out of sight; then turned 
and told his orderly he'd put' him under 
close arrest if he didn't have his horse 
around in half a minute. 
Before the concert they held a supper 
in the officers' mess, presided over by the 
commanding officer. On his right sat the 
distingtlished guest of honour, Mrs. Carew-
Smithers, in all her glory, black-gowned 
and raven-haired; but on his left there 
stood a vacant chair, a place set out for an 
absent guest. H~lf-way down the table was 
perched Lieut. Richard O'Connor, well 
groomed, immaculate in evening dress, self-
confident in his wonderful personality-a 
brilliant specimen of a charming Irishman. 
Opposite him sat his college chum, fellow-
officer and sportsman, Lieut. Roscoe Blake, 
no less brilliant, but never so lucky. 
The Colonel, in his preamble, made 
reference to an event qf the afternoon 
which had been of interest to them all. 
He said: 
"You have all of course heard of this 
little bet between Lieut. 0 'Connor and my-
self, and I 'm sure the issue will startle you 
out of all credence. You wonder who Mr. 
0 'Connor exactly was this afternoon. lie 
played fair, and was actually in my pre-
sence most of the time. In fact, I think I 
spoke to him more than to anybody else 
during the day; and I didn't know him. 
Didn't dream of recognising him. Didn't 
give it a thought. That says something for 
your marvellous ingenuity, 1\'Ir. 0 'Connor. 
I congratulate you upon it. But, ladies 
and gentlemen, I am glad to say that at 
the eleventh hour I found him out. Imme-
diately before his heat was run, the thing 
flashed in on me; and I can honestly say it 
punched all the wind out of me for the 
moment.'' 
Here he made an effective pause, 
cleared his throat noisily, and gazed down 
upon his audience with that artistic appre-
ciation of the inevitable suspense before 
the climax. 
''I 've got the lot of you on toast, 
haven't I~ You 're all wanting to know 
how the oracle was worked. Here, on my 
left, you see a vacant place set for that 
charming young lady, Miss Mary Lansing. 
Well, she won't arrive. She's already 
' arriven.' There she is, in trousers. oppo-
site l\Ir. Dlake. Stand up, 0 'Connor, you 
wild Irishman, and give an account of your-
Relf." 
He sat down amid incredulous gasps 
of surprise, which in a moment turned to 
a torrent of vigorous applause. 0 'Connor 
sat unperturbed through it all, except for 
a vague uninterpretable smile on his lips. 
They besieged him with a multitude of 
questions and congratulations, which he 
skilfully avoided, and turned his cool grey . 
eyes on his commanding officer. 
"But the bet, Colonel," he said, "was 
that you should find me out before the 
Gretna Green race started. And you ad-
mitted awhile ago it was immediately be-
fore my heat that you did so. 'Tis the hard 
fortune yoJA 've got, Colonel.'' 
'' ~ot at all, l\Ir. 0 'Connor. Condole 
with yourself. Y on remember the contratCt 
ran thusly : I would win if I found you 
out before the Gretna Green race was run 
-not started. Run means run out, com-
pleted, finished. I 'm sorry for you.'' 
''Sure, there's no need of it, Colonel,'' 
protested 0 'Connor coolly. ''Run when 
applied to a raee means begun; started. 
~'Ior~'ovrr, Wflat guarantee have ybu, speak-
mg m a buRnwss senr-:;e, that you recognised 
me at all lwfon' the race was finished¥'' 
"Mrs. Carew-Smithcrs will vouch for 
it that just before your heat was run I 
remarked in sarcasm on the strange likeness 
between Mis.s Lansing and yourself. For 
the rest, my word will have to be sufficient." 
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1 1 In that case then, sir, the result of 
our bet rests with the significance of the 
wor·d 1 run.' Now, speaking in terms of 
sport, run is used in the sense of started, 
begun, come off.'' 
1 1 On the other hand,'' observed the 
Colonel, with admirable good-nature, 
1 1 speaking in terms of common sense, run 
means run off, completed, done with.'' 
At this point in the argument, Lieut. 
Blake had something to say relevant to the 
subject. He raised two fingers at 0 'Con-
nor, a grimness hardening his eyes and 
compressing his lips. 
1
' See here, Dick,'' he said, 1 1 when I 
get you outside I 'm going to give you the 
biggest scrapping you've ever had in ym1r 
natural. That girl, Mary Lansing, meant 
a lot to me. I don't mind telling you I was 
going to ask her to marry me to-night." 
And at that moment Mary Lansing 
herself appeared in the doorway, a radiant 
vision in white. Her eyes at once sought 
Blake, and the warm colour flooded over 
her neck, and burned in her cheeks. 
0 'Connor was smiling, and went to 
meet her. 
"You all know my sister, Miss Mary 
0 'Connor, I think,'' he sa..id. Lansing, by 
the way, was merely a-er-nom de guerre. 
You notice there is the usual family 
resemblance between us, Colonel. 'Tis no 
wonder, sir, you mistook her for· me. My 
hearty condolence on losing the bet.'' 
The Colonel, speechless with absolute 
amazement, at last found his voice and put 
the one question uppermost in his mind. 
'
1 Then who-who the blazes,'' he ex-
ploded with justifiable inelegance, '' ahem! 
-who the dickens were you, I'd like to 
know?'' 
0 'Connor said, looking across at Mrs. 
Carew-Smithers: 
'
1 Aunt, what time did you arrive at 
the sports this afternoon?'' 
"Five minutes to four exactly, my 
dear." she answered him calmly. 
"Excuse me, dear lady, "remarked the 
Colonel, failing to perceive the significance 
of the remark, "but may I point out the 
fact that you opened the sports at half-past 
one." 
0 'Connor grinned broadly. 
''Well, scarcely, Colonel,'' he said. ''I 
had the honour of doing that. You pro-
bably recollect that before four o'clock Mrs. 
Carew-Smithers was wearing a rather heavy 
veil. Her voice also may have been a trifle 
unnatural, although it escaped your notice. 
You see, I had to have some sort of camou-
flage, and it seems to have been pretty 
effective. 'Tis myself you had the honour 
of showing round the battery and treating 
to afternoon tea, sir.'' 
''Well, by thunder!'' gasped the 
commanding officer. 
"Quite!" said 0 'Connor. "After the 
battery display the pseudo Mrs. Carew-
Smithers in the shape of myself removed 
several inches of padding threw dust in 
your eyes by donning a blue dress similar 
to my sister's, and rode in the Gretna Green 
race. At four o'clock the reall\Irs. Carew-
Smithers entered and went on from where 
I had left off. By the way, the lady in the 
pink hat was merely a reel herring across 
the trail, and my sister acted in the capa-
city of-er-blonde herring. I guess I've 
scored on that bet, Colonel.'' 
It was some seconds before the Colonel 
could decide whether to 3jpprooiate the 
humour of the situation. Then he leaned 
back in his cha1r and laughed till the tears 
coursed clown his empurplecl visage. ·The 
comedy of the whole thing of a sudden 
struck him. He was tickled to death. 
Later in the evening Blake sought out 
a white-clad figure who waited for him 
amid the clustering palms in the scented 
darkness. He stepped close to her, and 
took both her hands in his. 
''Dear lady, he said, ''I 'm trying to 
find a suitable bait to catch a blonde 
herring.'' 
''Perhaps,'' she answered, smiling up 
at him, "no bait is necessary, sir." 
Then, with a light enchanting laugh, 
she withdrew her hands, placed then on his 
shoulders, and looked, adoring, into his 
eyes. 
"You, dear, silly boy," she said softly, 
1 'for two years I have worshipped at your 
shrine from afar. At college I've been 
guilty of wearing a miniature of you 
'gainst my heart- one 1 stole from Dick. 
Dear, I 'm all Irish, you see, and there's 
romance in me.'' 
Her arms went about his neck. 
GEORGE COOLING. 
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Panama Canal. 
After sighting land early on 1st Sep-
tember, we drew gradually nearer coasting 
along towards Panama. By 7 in the even-
ing the bright moonlight showed a range 
of hills only 5 or 6 miles away, a happy 
change to eyes wearied with the monotony 
of the glassy Pa;;ific. We expected to drop 
anchor in Panama Roads about midnight, 
but evidently tl:e master slackened speed 
in order to reach the mouth of the Canal at 
daybreak. I was awakened before then by 
our Orderly Room Sergeant (seemingly 
but little fatigued by his spirited imperson-
ation of a Red Cross Sister in the Fancy 
Dress Ball of the preceding evening) step-
ping across my prostrate form, stretched, 
as usual, across the office doorway. He 
besought me to arise while dawn was yet 
rosy, to view a destroyer alleged to be in 
the vicinity. Having known him intimately 
from his youth I did not hurry over my 
toilet, but when 1 did cast my eyes over the 
waste of waters, I found they hardly 
deserved the name, as we lay in a semi-
circular bay, studded with islands and half-
enclosed by sheep-backed hills of a deeper 
green than anything I had seen since bid-
ding Queensland farewell. Sure enough 
there was. a destroyer in the offing, at least 
it must have been in the offing part of the 
time, for it was circling round and round 
the transport like a dog investigating a 
beast of doubtful character. To the left 
of the crescent lav a little cargo boat, grey 
in the half-light; near a village of white 
houses-real houses-the lowest built on 
piles over the wr.ter and the rest climbing 
up the hillside. Immediately in front of 
us was another green hill-not very far 
away-covered with dense jungle from the 
summit to the water's edge. "Stout Cortez 
must have had rather a tough time ·getting 
through this,'' I thought. But it was really 
Balboa who "stuod on a peak in Darien," 
and perhaps his figure was better suited 
for a snake-like progress through such a 
tangle. I later discovered that the little 
island village was called after him. The 
intrepid conquistador was probably about 
as rejoiced at the sight of the Pacific as we 
were at the sight of America. 
About seven we saw a motor boat flying 
towards us. A ·loctor came on board, con-
ferred with the 1\LO., and straightaway 
departed, leavin~ us free to continue our 
course. From our anchorage we could make 
out a collection of tall houses, apparently 
arising out of the mighty deep, and slightly 
to our right. Towards these we made and 
discovered that they were the Government 
buildings lying 0n the south bank of the 
Canal. The town of Panama could be 
dimly seen beyond them. 'rhe Government 
offices and stores formed a pleasing con-
trast to the chaos of our good ship, remind-
ing one of a stock of doll's houses laid in 
by a drapery house for the Christmas trade, 
their reel roofs and yellow walls showing 
bright against a grassy background. Our 
coming was evidently expected by the 
inhabitants. ''Out upon the wharves they 
came, lord and lady, knight and dame, and 
round the prow they read her name,'' A68. 
If the American people can fight as well as 
they can cheer (and nothing I have seen 
of them inclines me to a contrary opinion), 
the war is in its last round. 
I could not discover where the sea 
ended and the Canal began. The shores 
closed in gradually, until we were steaming 
up a narrow creek of dirty water, the fore-
ground of mud and mangroves being 
redeemed by the glorious hills, clothed in 
the richest green, rising on either hand. 
In about half an hour's time we came upon 
a stone pier on the starboard side, thickly 
dotted with specimens of Uncle Sam 's fight. 
ing sons, looking exactly like their pictures 
in the Cosmopolitan 1\Iagazine. They vvore 
boy-scout hats, dinted in three sides, khaki 
shirts and riding trousers, bordered on the 
lower extremity by cloth or canvas leggings. 
The N.C.O. 'swore their stripes upside down 
and on both arms. They supplied us freely 
with magazines, tobacco, and adjurations 
to give the Kaiser Hell. Altogether they 
presented rather a ragamuffin appearance, 
similar to that of the Australian soldier em 
his native heath, but which I understand 
has to be discarded during the straighten-
ing-up process to which we are to be sub-
jected in England. 
Soon a r-;imilar pier arose on the other 
side and we rntcrcd thr 1\liraflorcs Lock. 
'l'lwre is a rise of RomP GO feet, accomplished 
in two spasms (forgive me if that is not the 
technical word, but I must confess that 1 
am an Engineer only in name). 'l'he basins 
arc of concrete, which is usPd even for the 
lamp posts, giving the whole rather a 
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ruined Parthenon effect. The gates (which 
were rather reminiscent of Gustave Do re's 
idea of the mementos of Gaza secured by 
Samson) closed behind us, and the water 
commenced to pour in. The water used for 
raising shipping in the locks is supplied 
from a lake in the middle of the Isthmus, 
formed by damming the Chargres River, 
so there is no need for pumping. A ship 
does not move by her own steam in the 
locks, but is pulled by small electric ears, 
which run along a cog railway on either 
side of the lock. The drivers of these are 
all white, while all the other lock hands are 
negroes. At all the locks the civil popula-
tion swarmed along the side, throwing us 
books, coins, and other keepsakes. I am 
inelineu to agree 11·ith wl10ever it was who 
said that the Americans are the most senti-
mental people in the world. They are very 
anxious to get anything Australian. Both 
women anu children looked well and happy, 
which shows what a wonderful improve-
ment has been made in the climate since 
the days when the Canal was abandoned 
owing to the overwhelming death rate. 
About half-a-mile beyond the Mira-
11ores Lock is the Pedro Miguel, where there 
is another rise of 30 feet. The remainder 
of the Canal is all at this higher level. 
Beyonu the Pedro Miguel Lock the Canal 
cuts through a range of hills. This part 
of the work is the famous Culebra Cut, 
about 8 miles long and hundreds of feet 
deep for most of the way. We passed 
between great walls of red earth, marked 
here anu there with the traces of the great 
landslides that have blocked the Canal from 
time to time. 
At intervals along the banks we saw 
negro settlements, the big wooden houses 
painted grey, roofed with corragated iron 
and shut in all round with wire netting as 
a protection against mosquitoes. I had the 
satisfaction of seeing a darky in a cane 
brake, a subject familiar from my acquaint-
ance with ragtime melody, but which had 
not been vouchsafed hitherto to the eyes of 
the flesh. 'l'he negroes came out on top of 
the cliffs and cheered us, whenever we 
came to a village. I was surprised to see 
what a fine race they are physically, much 
taller and heavier than the Australians, 
who are bigger than the Americans. They 
speak very good English, equal to that of 
the white population and swear very little, 
which seems strange to anyone used to the 
conversation of the Australian soldier. 
'l'he general demeanour of the negroes made 
me wonder whether we are so immeasurably 
supenor to them as we imagine oarselves 
to be. 
After the cut through the hills, the 
Canal winds through fiat, watery jungle 
following the course of the Chagres River, 
which is dammed to form Gatun Lake, a 
broad expanse of water through which we 
sailed for several miles. 'l'he lake, being 
fed by a heavy rainfall, is drawn upon to 
supply the water lost every time the sluices 
of a lock are opened. Near the dam is the 
Gatun Lock, where we were lowered to the 
level of the Atlantic, by means of three 
basins. li'rom Gatun we steamed across 
Limon Bay to Colon, to await the remainder 
of the convoy. 
QUONDA:.\1. 
Luna. 
Adown the Ages glides a rill of praise, 
A murmuring homage to the Queen of 
Night-
'l'ltose hours that spurn the wanton kiss of 
days 
All \\"eary of the burning Phoebus' light. 
Softly her dallinncr stems the ebbing tides 
'I'hat brar away the joyousnrss of life, 
. And fmgnmcr of the wider hope abides 
\Vher<' her swvet counsel puis an end to 
strife. 
'l'hc roughness of the path is brightly 
veiled, 
Her beams the thicket's darkness clothe 
with light, 
The harshness of the heart with anger 
mailed 
Softem; and smiles to know her meekness 
right . 
0 mute exvmplar of each gentler deed, 
A Q.ueen iu chains thy burning lord doth 
lead! T. T. 
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On the Cultivation of an International Spirit. 
'l'hc idea that a nation's interests can 
be advanced most efficiently by the 
slaughter of the people of other nations is 
an anachronism in an age which has nine-
teen centuries of Christianity behind it. No 
matter how civilised we boast ourselves, 
national prejudices are still fostered 
amongst us and the people of each nation 
are taught that they are somehow superior 
to other peoples instead of its being im-
pressed upon them that there are great 
similarities in all human beings, and that 
the people over the frontier have the same 
aspirations and feelings as themselves. As 
long as this separatist tendency persists so 
long will there be scope for the growth of 
the militaristic spirit. The national 
aggrandisement to be gained in successful 
wars will always weigh heavily with poli-
ticians who make use of patriotism in order 
to distract popular attention from internal 
abuses. 
At the present day if any nation 
wi.shes to gain in power at the expense of 
some weaker state there is nothing to pre-
vent it except the combination of other 
powers against the aggressor. It may 
happen, however, that the powers who could 
prevent it either through indifference or 
through passive acquiesence in what is 
being done refuse to intervene. So it hap-
pens that an act of international injustice 
is committed. 
With regard to the suppression and 
punishment of crime our civilisation is well 
organised within the natiou. The crime of 
one individual agaim::t another is dealt with 
by an efficient police; neither can a guilty 
man escape justice by expatriating himself, 
for by treaties of extradition the law can 
be put into operation even in foreign COUll-
tries. International violence however meets 
with no permanently organised resistance. 
'rllC man who shot his commercial rival in 
order to advance his own business would be 
dealt by the civil power, but the nation 
which unjustly extinguishes the political 
existence of another people iR brougl\t 
before no trihunal. ThiR lraclR up to the 
qurRtion," Why not then rstabli.sh an intel'-
national police?'' The advantages of such 
a body m·e manife!'lt. 'rhere would, of 
course, he no national armies or navies. 
Any nation attempting to raise armed 
forces \ronlcl he warned and punished if 
necessary. The police would be employed 
in keeping down piracy, conducting opera-
tionR against savages, and in enforcing the 
decrees of the Comts of International Arbi-
tration. This is all very well, but it pre-
Rupposcs a complete elimination of national 
feeling. The numbers of this force would 
have to be made up by proportional contri-
butions from the various states. Owing to 
diversity in l::mgnage each ship would have 
to be manned by men speaking the same 
tongue, each land unit would also have to 
be composed of those who spoke the Rame 
languagr. It would thus be possible if feel-
ing between two nations was running high 
for the naval and land policemen supplied 
hy these nations to regard themselves. in 
the light of national sailors and soldiers 
and use their arms against each other. 
Ships might break away and shell the ports 
of their rivals. It might be possible to avoid 
this state of affairs, however, by distribut-
ing the land forces of the same nationality 
over great distances, separating every two 
divisions by men of another nationality. 
On shipboard the problem might be solved 
by having one nationality in the engine-
room and another on deck, while the officers 
could be men of various nationalities well 
acquainted with each other's languages. 
With the growth of a common feeling 
amongst all the peoples represented the 
force would become more united and so be-
come more efficient. Some modification of 
this institution, I think, will almost cer-
tainly be adopted by the world in the 
future. 'l'lw nations have ,"hown thrm-
selves able to unite in (·ommon causes. Why 
they should they not be able to unite to 
preserve peace. It \rill be seen, however, 
that the snccl'ss of such an institution would 
derwnd on its being vni.mnted thoronghout 
by the one spirit. It is for this 1·eason, 
therefore, that I urge tlw cultivation of an 
international sentiment. \Ve shoul1l get to 
believe in the unity of the humr~n race, and 
get rid of the iclea that because a man has 
his home in another part of the earth than 
onr own he ip, 1hNt>fore alwa)'S C'hrrishing 
ho!'l1ile dl''·i~11s against 11s. ::'\or is thP inter-
natirmal RPntiHwnt prejndici.n 1 to trnr pat-
riotism. The warfare of individualR has 
disappearr<l, yet incliviclunl self resJWd 
survives; the conflict between families has 
gom'. yet family pride endures; strife be-
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tween cities is a thing of the paflt, yet civic 
sentiment r<>mains; so when trle struggles 
or natiom; ar·p 110 more patriotil-lm will hP 
still \\'ith LIS: for the ('SSl'liCe of patriotiSlll 
is to seek the he1tet'lll('nt of on~' 's own 
eountry, lmt the essener nf the warlike 
spirit is that it seeks to degrade the other 
nation. 
Why should we not have the IJcague 
of ~atiom:? Europe comhinrd against the 
sl:nrp trade, eomhinrd with .Japan against 
the TIOXt'l'S; why 1 hrn shonl<l \\'(' not have 
the largrr unity? 
. B~t we must have the spirit. And the 
bl•gmnmgs of it arc with us now. Our 
whole civilisation is imbued with the ideals 
of Europe. ·with these ideals we can make 
a foundation for our internationalism. The 
proletariats are united by the Socialist 
movemrnt. Our rPligion, om· science, our 
art nre not ···JJliined by frontier·s. On thrsc· 
then we must build. We must read the 
litrraturr of other peoples, we must know 
what othrr races are thinking, and above 
all, we must mrct them personally and on 
equal tcrnu:: and get to know them as mrn. 
I. F. JONE~. 
Two Poets of To~day. 
Henry Lawson and " Banjo" Pater-
son ancl C .• J. Drnnis can all write. There 
is n~ doubt about it. " 'l'he Songs of a 
Srntimrntal Bloke" is now in its 74th thou-
sand, so the power of the last writer has 
ample recognition and proof. The other 
two are old '' dogs,'' but the twilight of 
their " day" has not yet arrived. All three 
arc popular ports in the fullest sense of the 
word, but, naturally and unfortunately, 
popular poetry does not represent the art 
in its high<'st form. It is vears since Ken-
dall and Evans gave what they had to give, 
to elevate ::md complete the volume of Aus-
tJ·alian poetry-and so much the worse for 
our poetry. 
For a long time one particular strain 
has been so predominant in our literature 
that inevitably " something Australian" 
would co~ne to mran somrthing racy and 
slangy w1th a galloping jingle; and the 
sensation whieh Dennis cansed in England 
through the medium of our soldiers over 
t0crr tnn:,;t nrressarily have given the Eng-
hsh public a one-sided view of thinas Aus-
tr·a lian. T would not for a moment s~v that 
the 'York of Drnnis is not portn'. · Even 
the Professor of Poetry at Oxford had to 
admit. that it was sueh; but the point is that 
Denms must not be looked upon as '' The'' 
A ufltralian poet. 
Fortunately, just at a time when they 
arc' mo,;t nc<'dcd, there appear two poets 
~vho have succedcd in proving that the lyre 
m Australia has more than one string. 
Each has given us a volume of poetry, rr-
prrsenting the l\1'use in two distinctly dif-
frrent moods, and the writer of each volume 
is a poet of high quality. I have called the 
writers poets, but one, to be exact, is a 
poetess. Leon Gellert 's '' Songs of a Cam-
paign'' and Zora Cross's '' Songs of Love 
and I;ife, '' are two books which must live 
in Australian literature. 
The war has called forth much that 
might otherwise have lain dormant and the 
war undoubtedly needs some th~nks for 
it has given us Gellert. Throughout almost 
all his poetry war in some form or other is 
in the background, and the poet, who has a 
first-hand knowledge of the horrors of war 
has also a most fertile imagination to aid 
the portrayal of what he has seen. He can 
conjure np ghastly spectacles of horror and 
t~rror, but, ·where everything is so artistic-
ally represented, the inhuman becomes 
majestic and the awful becomes glorious. 
Gellert soars above the commonplace 
through a sublimity of phrase and a fine 
choice of word<:, just as Shelley does. But 
many ·who cannot read Shelley ·will find 
pleasure in Gellert. Shelley '' goes up'' 
and stays there ; true, he touches earth more 
frequently than Milton, but that is not say-
ing much. It requires a Shelley to read 
Shelley-that is, to understand him; and 
let no man boast that he understands him. 
Gellert can always be followed in his flights 
and therefore 1\'e want more Gellerts. 
. Very fre<]uently with him simplicity 
lR strength; hrre is simplicity-
'' Within this little den 
1\Iy room, last night there came a few 
Of those Great Killed-those men 
Whom once I knew. 
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And I who lay abed, 
Turned sideways--hid my head.'' 
Who said there wal) no poetry in little 
words? It is this terseness and pointcdneRs 
and choice of simple words and simple ex-
pressions which gives Gcllert 's poetry a 
pathetic and very often a dramatic touch. 
Perhaps the simplest and most dramatic 
piece in his book is '' The Jester in the 
'l'rench," beginning " That reminds me of 
a yarn . . . . '' The teller is shot before 
his yarn is told. '' The Songs of the Sick'' 
are pathetic in the extreme and succeed in 
making us appreciate intense suffering. 
Many persons have expressed the 
opinion that Gellert 's poetry resembles Rae-
maker's pictures, in that both are too 
ghastly. True, the poet does deal with 
Death and the horrible to an unusual ex-
tent, especially for a young man, and Gel-
lert 's illustrator helps the reader to a full 
appreciation of the horrible-but then 
Gellert's and Raemaker's subject cannot 
be otherwise. However, the poet is not 
always so intense. He can be pleasingly 
romantic in '' Dreamlight, '' beginning, 
'' Oh, I am lonely by a desert palm . . . '' 
When Gellert is intense, he is so in an 
artistic wav. Thus he describes '' These 
Men"- · 
'' These men know life, know death a little 
more; 
These men see paths and ends and see 
Beyond some swinging open door 
Into Eternity.'' 
To get a true impression of Gellert 
he must be read; description is quite inade-
quate, so I must quote in full '' The Trum-
pets of Heaven.'' 
'' A silver cry is calling from a height 
Leaving the a>Yful pause that follows 
song, 
And through the silence shines a stretch-
ing light-
A stretching light that quietly runs 
along 
. The path of stars, and pierces cloud on 
cloud. 
Pure things in space across the guilt-
less sky 
Rustle with wings, that bear in flight the 
proud 
Revenge of God, with God's intensity. 
Among the lighted ways-to move un-
heard-
A great unsern assembly seems to 
shine, 
To gather silently in. line on line 
A11d wait and wait for some rxpectrd 
word. 
A eall on the height! And from the 
blinding skies 
Come white battalions with their blind-
ing ryes. '' 
This is Gellert when he is grand. Person-
ally, I do not think that Shelley could have 
done it better-majestic, impressive, im-
aginative 
Zora Cross offers something quite 
different. For that reason she might 
comfortably be read in conjunction with 
Gellert. With her the war and the world 
all fade away before the passion of love. 
Darkness and an. atmosphere reeking with 
blood give place to ''azure air,'' the fra-
grance of incense and jasmine, and the 
crooning of soft songs. 'l'hat at least is the 
setting of the '' Love Sonnets.'' Perhaps 
the poetess herself will best introduce these. 
'' And now I love you and I bring you 
hrrr. 
Simple and pure, the songs of my own 
heart." 
The majority of readers who look upon 
the sonnets in the proper way will believe 
her. If the songs were other than what 
she says they are, they would inexcusable. 
But one feels that the authoress is sincere 
in her passion, and being so, her frankness 
and unconventionality are quite legitimate. 
Laurence Hope, who by the way was also 
a woman, gives the same impression in _her 
Indian Love Songs; for all her passwn-
poetry is but a sincere expression of 
Oriental love. Ella Wheeler Wilcox, who 
writes in the same strain in England, does 
not convince the present writer that she is 
sincere. She seems to take a certain delight 
in being unconventional and improper; and 
where Zora Cross and Laurence Hope ar!' 
merely sensuous, the English authoress 
must bP condemned as sensual. 
Very seldom is a woman bold enough 
to express her feelings, and for a ,·,-oman 
to do so as completely aml successfully as 
Zora Cross does, is unique. Her love is not 
a mere fondness for her chosen one, but a 
wild ecstatic de<Jire to give up her life, h!'r 
all, for her beloved. Let us pass by this 
physical expression of human joy and say, 
that though the poetess sings of the body, 
her music is that of the soul. 
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After she has lavished her love and 
quenched her drsire through forty son-
nets, shr tends to beeome metaphysical or 
philosophieal. Tltis phenomenon, apparent 
elst'whru·p in BtH!'lish literature. is interest-
ing in that it proves once more that all 
earthly rcstasy is incomplrte. Excessive 
joy seems inrvitably to induce a serious 
frame of mind. Passion must exhaust itself 
and deep thought must follow sooner or 
latrr. Here is some-
'' Dear T.Jove, '"hy should we fear to die 
to-day, 
Who cannot tell which is the live, ·which 
dead? 
Who speak of Death in whispers, through 
the dread 
Of fiery Truth, who blinds the groping 
way~ 
Can He, Who breathes through us, die 
with our clav 
Ending the aton;s that his fire has fed~ 
Ah, no, He knows not Death, nor Time's 
cold bed; 
Nor yet do we, who are his hope and stay. 
Without us what were God but un-
known worth, 
Who make His world, His Heaven, and 
His Hell ? 
Without Him, what were we but soulless 
force 
Who cannot say if Heaven be Heaven or 
earth?" 
And part of another sonnet-
" But Dear, what will remain of you and 
me 
When we no longer pace the morning 
here? 
When Time has soothed the last un-
looscnrd tear 
And earth no more extends us charity? 
~ature who loaned us youth and pas-
sion's glee, 
Rose checks and laughing eyes and scorn 
of fear, 
Will come for them again some distant 
year, 
And wbnt she lent full garner as her 
fee." 
l\Iorr pleasing than the Sonnets, which 
brcome a little monotonous towards the 
rnd (there arc sixty of them), are the de-
lightful poetic fancies of shorter pieces in 
various measures. " The New Moon" says 
nothing in particular, but is four verses of 
pleasing word-music. The poetess can be 
childish, and is delightfully innocent m 
such pieces as '' When I was Six,'' 
" Memory," and " The Fairies' Fair" ; 
but I must quote the first verse of '' Girl 
Gladness." -
" Its holiday time on the hollyhock hills, 
And I wish you would come with me, 
laddie-love, now. 
The butterfly-bells, from the Folly-fool 
rills, 
Will ring if you listen, and drop on 
your brow. 
So, dear, come along, 
I've a kiss and a song, 
And I know where the fairies are forging 
a gong 
To ring up the elves to a festival fair 
Of sippets of sunshine and apples of 
air." 
Turn over the page and we have " Grief." 
'' Night in her caravan as black as Death 
Came to my chamber saying : '' Follow 
me" 
Shut o'ff the clamour of my startled 
breath-
Led me, red-eyed, into Eternity." 
Thus versatility is another virtue in 
poetess. Pathos is gently expressed in 
'' The Birthday of the Dead,'' but there is 
another better and more impressive poem 
illustrative of this emotion. It is entitled 
" In No Woman's Land," and, if I may 
be allowed to judge, is one of the best the 
poetess has ever written. To the poem has 
been added more tragedy through the death 
of Miss Cross's brother, who has just lately 
been reported '' Killed in Action.'' 
'' His head was on his arms, and they, like 
it, 
Were still. His brave, brown eyes, no 
longer lit 
With passionate, pure fire, fluttered in 
death, 
And a faint mist mixed with his parting 
breath. 
The young moon came. She moved in 
folds of light 
Across the blood-red fields; and through 
the night 
He heard the shadow of her white feet 
glide 
Like music in a dream. She sought his 
side. 
Upon her milk-white breast she took his 
head, 
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And kissed his mouth. " My Love," his 
cold lips said,-
And with her loose, sweet hair she 
shrouded all 
His limbs. He smiled. He died . 
White gleamed his pall." 
So sad, so still, the poem is a sugges-
tion for an exquisite piece of music. No 
painting could adequately express the idea. 
There is another poem which must be 
Rupert 
The War has taken many of our noblest 
and best away; but no flower in Life's 
garden that it has crushed with its cruel 
feet has been brighter or lovelier than 
Rupert Brooke. His fame has been sudden 
and complete; much more so than usually 
happens even to poetry of such merit. '£his 
popularity is owing to the responsive chord 
which his war poems struck in the heart of 
every sufferer. These five sonnets stand 
above criticism; they are sacrosanct, and 
no one must touch them with unhallowed 
hand. For they too are "woven of joys 
and fears,'' and to us they are the outward 
manifestation of England's soul, just as 
France has found hers in Peguy. They 
Cl)ntain all the spirit in us that is good and 
noble; the spirit that makes the Englishman 
place the game before the prize ; that 
nullifies self and mal<:es him ''a pulse in the 
Eternal l\find'' of that Truth which is 
Beauty. There breathes through them the 
power that makes us and fills us; the ideal 
that is mirrored in Sidney 's end; the faith 
that looks through <1eath and stands un-
~haken in the storms of fate-
" Safe though all safety's lost; safe where 
men fall; 
And. if these poor limbs die, safest of all.'' 
They are the triumpha11t pman of the soul 
of the man who has left the hypocrisies 
and. lies of ordinary life, and who, face to 
face with Death and ·war, strips off "the 
unessential rind,'' and learns the naked 
truth of Life's ultimate realities. These 
sonnets are few, but they are sufficient, for 
in them is the complete expr~ssion of an 
intense, self-abnegating love for England, 
mellowed to tenderness with death, or rising 
to a chant of unconquerable might-
'' If I should die, think only this of me: 
That there's some corner of a foreign 
field 
That is for evet· England,'' 
mentioned. " Pain" cannot be quoted; it 
cannot be described ; it must be read. 
In eonclusion we must remember that 
both these young writers have as yet only 
given us the first fruits of their genius. W c 
can hope that theirs is not a case of preco-
city. At all events, with his first offering, 
Leon Gellert has few equals in Australian 
literature. Zora Cross is in a class by her-
self. "IIENlW IX.'' 
Brooke. 
In Brooke 's earliest work we cannot 
help noticing at times a certain lack of 
emotional truth. Il•3 had carefully studied 
the seventeenth century poets, Donne in 
chief, and found in them a cynical attitude 
towards love and constancy; this influenced 
him, accentuating whatever leaning he had 
in that direction. But the deeper passion 
glowing with the very heat of life runs 
through very much of even this period, and 
in his later work there is no assumed senti-
ment to cavil at. The workmanship, how-
ever, is ever of the highest kind, whether 
there is mere intellectual cleverness or true 
emotion. Another feature of these early 
poems is the juxtaposition of two as yet 
separate qualities-one, a strain of fiery 
and intense imagination; and the other a 
wilful tendency to realistic ugliness, because 
of the power and f0rce to which it gave 
expression. These two lie side by side ; 
we find on one page the line-
'' Opposite me two Germans sweat and 
snore.'' 
And directly opposite-
'' I'll break and forge the stars anew, 
Shatter the heavens with a song." 
The strain exemplified first, can be found in 
'' ·w agner,'' ''A Channel Passage,'.' or 
"Jealousy.' ' It was no doubt helped to 
form by the study B:·ooke made of Webster. 
Take this, for example, from '' Ambar-
valia''-
' 'And their thoughts will creep 
Like flies on the cold flesh.'' 
'rhis simile has a 1nixture of horror and 
truth that is hardly surpassed anywhere. 
'l'he poem itself, "Ambarvalia" is a very 
powerful one, with chastened simplicity of 
music and bitterness. . 
Later these two opposing colours-red 
and black-were blended into one fine whole 
of varying tints and beauties. We first sec 
this fusion in "In Exa~ination"; and some 
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time later we have the wonderful result of 
'' Grandchester, '' an indescribable mixture 
of humour, imagination, and satire, of 
passion, and of fi!lc poetry. Here in this 
poem we have more of the complete Brooke 
than in any single other one. There arc 
many clever touche,;, snch as the com-
parison of England ~~nd Germany in their 
flowers-
" Here tulips bloom as they are told; 
Unkempt about those hedges blows 
An English unofficial rose;'' 
and in the incomparable descriptions of the 
tJwns in Cambridgeshire. 
Rupert Brooke is the poet of Youth-
passionate and intolerant, with the ardour 
of love and hate, garbed and shod in the 
fiHgrant light of his strength and beauty. 
He cannot understand olrl age; Helen and 
Menelaus, ''the perfect knight before the 
perfect queen,'' become a withered scold 
and a garrulous impotent beneath Time's 
shadow; while Paris, the symbol of fair, 
young, fiery power, sleeps in his grave by 
Scamander 's side. For Brooke, age only 
crushes the passion of youth and the love 
which had its birth in that passion; all love-
liness vanishes, and ''prettiness turns to 
pomp. And love, love, love to habit.'' 
Dut the war gave him greate!' breadth of: 
vision; it cqwned his eyrs to trnths ancl 
beauties which he ],nd not suspr~ctE-Ll befor•'. 
Ile begins to unrlerstand that--
" The years that take the best away, 
Give something in the end." 
And just before the end he paid homage to 
,·,hat he had disdair,ed before-
.' And that nnhoped serene that men call 
age." 
"'!'he Great Lover" is a glorious poem. 
r-ecounting all the things that he has loved 
on earth. I-{upert Brooke speaks elsewhere 
of the little emptiness of love, bnt he kne\\' 
quite well that love is neither little nor 
empty; and if any proof were needed, this 
poem would give it. It is the epitome of 
a beautiful life-
. • I have been so great a lover: filled my 
clays 
So proudly with the splrndour of Love's 
praise.'' 
It is the concentrated essence of a lif,• 
that was ciean and pure; though it must 
not he thought that Brooke was of "the 
plm;ter saint" type. lie was too pure for 
that, with a purity of a much different kind 
--a purity of red flame ; not of chilling 
icicles. Nothing eonlcl be more exquisite 
than the collection of his loves brought 
together lH're in such lines as-
'' :Sleep; and high places; footprints in the 
dew.'' 
! t is impossible for anyone to read this 
poem without feeling love and reverence 
for the author. 
Brooke ranks with Keats and Rossetti 
for sensuous imagery and phrases, for 
colour and passion of expression, for a 
gorgeous eloquence, s<'ented and odorous as 
a flower-bed. Take, [or example: 
"And stabs with pain the night's brown 
sagery," 
"And sowed the sky with tiny clouds of 
love.'' 
Or the more austere and bitter line-
'' And great king tn,~ned to a little bitter 
mould.'' 
Or again the ineffably exquisite chant-
'· And we've found love in little hidden 
places.''. 
A large amount of his work is sonnets, 
and he has complete ,·ontrol over this much-
l·wed instrument. S!,me of his finest work, 
l10wever, lies in tlv., few songs of his we 
have: ''Beauty and Beauty,'' ''Oh, Love, 
they said,'' etc.-and in them he shows the 
lyric gifts in nnsurpassed energy and 
beauty. 
It i.s impossible to quote much, and the 
reader m::ty l~asily find the whole galaxy of 
beauty awaiting him in the book itself. 
I should like to say a little of Rupert 
Drooke 's personality, and. here one who 
knew him had better speak:-'' His fine per-
sonal appearance which seemed to glow with 
dormant vitality, his beautiful manners, the 
quickness of his intdligence, his humour, 
were combined under the spell of a curious 
magnetism, difficult to analyse. When he 
entered the room, he seemed to bring sun-
shine with him, although he was usually 
1 nther silent, and rointedly immobile.''* 
Brookc died on 23rd April, .1915, on St. 
Ocorge 's Day, and on the same day as 
Shakespeare died-the most fitting day for 
him who loved his mother land so dearly 
and who enrirhed lwr with so much im-
mortal song. To quote his own words abont 
the drad soldier: 
''He leaves a white 
Unbroken glory, a gathered radiance, 
A width, a shining pe:lCe, nnder the night.'' 
J, LINDS.\. Y. 
* Gosss, in th:e "Edinburgh Revimv.'' 
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The Warrior Spirit 
'l'here are the two kinds of men ; the 
one whv can fight the winning fight, with 
a swift rush and dash to victory, and the 
other who can fight the ~osing battle, re-
treating, retreating, eyes steady, mouth 
grim, and, facing defeat, with an iron hand 
wrest forth a conquest. 
Of this latter class was John Cameron. 
His was one of those slowly moving 
natures whi.ch, when they act, act surely, 
deliberately, and, once having acted, stub-
bornly refuse to retreat, to retrace one step. 
'l'hat there was grit in him, sterling bull· 
dog grit that makes no show but is a rare, 
fine thing despite its quietness, his whole 
life had borne witness. 
Left an orphan at an age when most 
boys are living a gay, careless school life, 
his character had received the first blow 
that was to mould it into its shape, rugged 
yrt grand in its simple contour. 
After his father's funeral he had con-
fronted the family lawyer, who regarded 
with kindly eyes this lad of fourteen, broad 
of shoulder, long of limb, almost a man 
already in stature, and even the face, 
although very boyish in its sadness, very 
young and lovable with its clean cut mouth 
and broad open brow, was grave with the 
gravity of one realising his manhood, his 
new responsibilities. 
" I must work, sir," he said steadily, 
his gray eyes on the older man's face. 
" There is some money," the lawyer 
said hesitatingly, for he knew how little, 
"and there's your education, my boy. A 
good education means a good deal nowa-
days.'' 
But the boy only straightened his 
shoulders and shook his hrad. 
''No, I must \York,'' .he repeated,'' my 
father told me everything before he died. 
IT e said he was sorry. '' 
The head so bravely carried drooped 
then, and when his voice came again it was 
half stifled, :md there was almost fierceness 
in its tonc>s. 
''As if I would blame him, as if anyone 
wonld dare to blame him.'' 
The lawyPr ])atted his shoulder sym-
pathetically. " No onP will blame him, my 
laddic, never fear that. He was a good 
mrm, but unfortunate, very unfortunate.'' 
In a few minutes J olm was speaking 
again clear".r enough. 
· · It would be no good my going on at 
school. 1 haven't a hope of getting to 
College, and all tb.e Latin and Greek and 
stuff 1 get at school won't help me to make 
a living. I know a bit of shorthand and I 
write a fairly decent fist-so if you could 
rind me a place, sir, in some sort of oilice, 
[ could stew up the shorthand at night. 
That 'll do for a while, and, besides, there's 
Sandy.'' 
Both looked to·wards the other end of 
the room where sat a small boy of about 
ten, listlessly turning the pages of a maga-
zine, his fair face all marked with tears 
which ever and again welled in the blue 
eyes, bonny enough to delig1lt any mother':> 
heart, but now he had had no mother for 
many years and was fatherless too. 
"There's Sandy," said John, .. of 
course, he's got to be kept at school a good 
few years yet, and I guess it'll take most 
of the mone~· for that. So if I can manage 
to keep myself we ought to get along in 
some sort of a way, I think.'' 
He ·was not eloquent-this grave-faced, 
~trong-mouthed youngster, but his purpose 
was firm and unalterable. Manhood thrust 
suddenly upon him, he accepted it quietly 
and with great seriousness. 
The lawyer took him by the shoulders 
and shook him gently. 
''You 're a gey fine laddie, John 
Cameron,'' he said, dropping into that 
northern tongue which is the conquering 
idiom of the heart for its people. ''A fine 
laddie and strong-but dinna be forgetting 
your friends, and remember the guid "·ife 
has aye got a soft corner in her heart for 
you and your brother; so don't lw too proud 
to use it." 
''Thank you, sir,'' said John grate-
fully, a little awkwardly for that word of 
praise, and the numbing grip of his hand 
completed his thanks. 
So this young Hercules, gifted with 
mighty muscles, almost giant stature, and 
the blood of a gentleman, was set to work in 
an office where he did what was set him 
and a little more conscientiously and well, 
:md found vent for that surging strength 
that was within him, cramped and banded 
n~. it often seemed by narrow office wn.Jls, iu 
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fierce tussles on the football field. Ile was 
~won a well-known fignrP in suburban con-
tests, his rough bhwk head towered abow 
hi~ fellows, his gray eyes ashine with the 
love of battle, and that <1uit't happy smile 
playing about his month in the thickest or 
the fray. "Cameron 's ~mile "-many teams 
knew it-was a joy to his friends, a danger 
signal to his foes. Ile \Vas chosen several 
times to play interstate, and he was happy 
in a way. 
He had abilities unquestionably, but 
there was lacking in his nature a certain 
fire and dash that carried other men above 
his head. While Sandy was still at school, 
he had stuck to his work doggedly, because 
it was sure. He had worked up his short-
hand and book-keeping well, and the firm 
valued his services, but he did not rise, and 
continued in a subordinate position. 
And the greatest evil was that he was 
te a certain degree contented. Slowly mov-
ing as his nature was, the groove which 
duty had first worn for his feet still 
stretched before him as the one possible 
path, while the soaring ftights of his boyish 
fancy lost the attraction they had once had. 
On leaving school Sandy had drifted 
into a position in a bank which pleased him 
well enough, with its short hours, numerous 
holidays, and work which did not overtax 
his brain. 
So the two of them lived peaceably 
enough, apart from a few short quarrel:;; 
when their natures clashed; pleasantly 
enough, too, apart from the fact that home 
was rather a lonely place. The week-ends 
brought football, sailing, and invitations to 
friends' places. 
Then, when John was about twenty-
four, there came a crash which shook tlw 
even tenor of their lives. 'l'he crv of 
'' Rctrrnchnwnt'' w.,nt round among the 
big business places, and within a week both 
brothe1·s found them,rlvrs masters of them-
~elvcs and their talents. Once out, it was a 
hard task to get back again. \V eek a ftcr 
week went bv. John with eharacteri<;tic 
doggedness a;1swerrd all likely advrrtise-
ments, but luck seemed against him. Sandy, 
also characteristically, tirrd more qnickl)' 
and began to grow reckless. Twice he had 
staggerrd hcmr in the rarl:v hours of the 
morning, his fair face flushed, his speech 
s1 ammering, incoherent. 
John had taken him to task in a few 
forcible words, and in his ~1ormal hours the 
lad was ashamed. 
In those long idle days when the groove 
was blocked by an apparently impassable 
barrier, .) ohn 's thonghts began to take unto 
themselves wings once more. Slowly his 
plan nnl'olded itsell', a plan which would 
mean a eo m plete re\·olution in their lives. 
He weighed the details carefully and long 
while the little demon of daring and adven-
ture that lay far down in his nature urged 
him on. 
The town did not want them. Let 
them try the country, that wide laughing, 
generous country of Australia, that tempts 
like some sweet coquette, now pouring out 
her favours with a lavish hand, now with-
holding all, yet the favours are so wonder-
ful tlwt the rebuffs serve only to increase 
the womlPr of what has gone before and of 
what \\'ill come afterwards-this beautiful 
\rilful child-country of ours. 
A sheep run out west with perhaps a 
patch of orchard laud-the sale of the house 
would bring in a fair sum-a small selection 
to start with-tent life at first-no more 
miserable office work with a pen between 
fingers that could snap it like a straw-a 
new life-a free and a glad life beneath 
God's >vi. de heaven-a sane life swept of all 
evil and unhealthiness as if by the winds 
which rush 0vrr the wide rolling plains-
and work, glorious muscle-racking work, 
that would gatisfy the primitive man within 
him. 
So went John's thoughts, careful, 
methodical, while he smoked innumerable 
pipes and in the smoke saw "the vision 
splendid of snnlit plains extended" that 
called to him insistently. 
When at length he went to see the old 
lawyer who had remained their loyal friend, 
hi.;; plans were made and it was only certain 
ddails that had to be arranged. 
'fhe old man watched the quiet face 
t!,at showed up (lark and rugged beneath 
the light, with the glow in the eyes that 
had been in the lad '8 eyes ten years ago, 
when the indomitable will had ridden over 
its first grrat obstacle. 
"It is a hard life, John." he ventured. 
''All the better,'' said. John, and the 
smile of a burn fighter, the smile his team 
knew well, pl aycd about his lips ; "we 're 
gAting soft and t1abby here.'' 
There was nothing more to be said, and 
the few arr;mg<'nwnts were quickly madr. 
~andy took to the plan with enthusiasm. 
nml ,John f..:]t ('OillpC'Jled to p11t in a word 
of warning. 
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~'It's a hard life, Sandy," he said, rP-
peatmg the words he had himself smiled at 
and Bandy laughed outright. ' 
'·All right. old <·!·oaker, '' he said ban-
teringly, ''I 'm not blu1ted by a little hard 
>~:ork, although I 'm not a lmlly Ilercules 
hke you. I guess I can ride a gee-gee with 
the best of them, and that seems to be the 
main thing from what I've read.'' 
The next month saw them in possession 
o~ their selection; and that first night, when 
hiS brother lay asleep in his tent, John 
Cameron walked ont alone under the stars. 
Before those myriad worlds he stood 
unabashed, unashamed, glorying in his 
strong, young manhood, a man made in the 
image of God, no pigmy even in the face of 
those mighty worlds moving so calmly so 
majestically, in their courses. ' 
The cool night wind fanning his brow 
was athrob with the thousand sounds 
whose harmony is set vibrating by the 
straying fingers of night, the ripple of the 
lagoon M it whispered among the reeds the 
sweep of wings as a flock of birds distu~bed 
rose slowly in the air, the \ong drawn 
mournful call of the curlew the voices of 
a million ti11y ti1ings, sounili; that grow to 
au almost deafening clamour when one 
gives ear to them alone, but assume their 
rightful place in the whole grand music of 
the night. 
'l'here, under the stars, his foot pressed 
on the thick grass carpet, his whole being 
thrilled >vith this new, strange sense of 
absolute ownership, of self-possession John 
Cameron registered a vow to mak~ this 
land his own, to cnrh it, to subdue it to 
make it give of its best to him-the master· 
and even as he scented the inevitabl~ 
struggle his muscles tightened, chin 
sq nared, and nostrils dilated-eyes glowed 
sombrely in the darkness. 
A born fighter, and the battle near at 
hand! 
The land was not rich, and what they 
won from it was won by sheer hard toil 
They were lucky, ina>imuch as neithe; 
drought nor flood swept them down in those 
first struggling years. Slowly they began 
to prosper; sheep and cattle fattened-com-
manding good market prices ; the orchard 
l:md began to give back in joyous abun-
dance. And the brothers themselves grew 
Iran and hard and strong. Town veneer 
dropped from them as a useless garment· 
stiff collar::; became an abomination, ~ 
mockery, and gradually sank into a blessed 
oblivion. 
. The long, long day:;, ''sitting loo:;el.r 
lll the saddk all the while " the keen Iran-
• .- - ' 0 
<ance of gum and w1ld bush 1lowen; in theit· 
nostrils, the yielding turf beneath their 
horses' feet, the blue, fathomless blue sky 
above their heads-this was life; and' they 
were men who lived it. 
'l'hen came the Great War! Five 
n3;ti~ns of the wo.rld locked in a death-grip, 
offcrmg up thmr terrible holocausts of 
human lives. 
Britain was at war; and beside the 
mother in her need ranged her five stalwart 
sons, ofiering, unsought, their all-and the 
youngest, a stripling, eager-eyed, fearless, 
Fas foremost among hi'3 brothers in that 
fateful hour. 
Great war::; have always bred great 
poets, great artists; so surely must this 
greatest of wars breed a world poet who 
shall sing with the music of the archangels 
in his voice, whose song shall ring down the 
ages, imperishable in its grandeur its sub-
Jjmity and its theme shall live in tile minds 
of men from generation unto generation-
deathless, eternal. 
Who else but a Hero-Poet could fitlv 
tell or the noble sacrifice of little Belgiurri 
gallant, suffering, indomitable little Bel~ 
gium? What voice but his could paint that 
surge of deep, righteous anger that vibrated 
in men's hearts the world over at 'the 
"Courge of that little land? 
Ah, the passions that must be depicted, 
sume blade as Hell, some shining clear and 
hright even in the light of the Great White 
Throne ; the miracle that bound seven 
nations of the world in loyal fellowship; 
the grand nnhesitating rally from France, 
from Rusr;;ia, from Britain; the wonder of 
the loyalty of India, dark-skinned, white-
hearted, rallying to tlw White Cause-the 
valour of men on earth and sea and air. 
vV e who have seen these things have 
heard and felt them, we "have eyes to 
wonder hnt lack tongues to praise.'' 
Heights of Gallipoli! Tongues Rtumble 
and fail. Every inch of your ground is 
precious in our sight, is hallowed, as is the 
ground of God's Acre. 
Ah, the lads, the hrown-faced, laughing 
lads that sprang forward, eager and alert. 
at the first clarion call-none can Pver takP 
your place in our hearts. 
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\V e plant immortelles to your name, 
dear lads of Australia. 
And yet thousand:; as there were of 
young, ardent spirits that answered so 
swiftly, so eagerly, men a~:> brave were silent, 
men as bray,' still staved behind. 
\Yhv \rll'' whv? 
.., , ._r, .r 
Some W<.;re men of peace, slow to awake 
and hear the God of Battles calling his men 
to war; some whose life wa~ stremww;, full 
of healthy interest~, of \l·idc possibilities 
satisfyiug the primitive fighting instinet 
within them; Rome wrapped in a deadly 
lethargy' fae from the Heat of \Yar, unrealis-
iug the fateful time. 
1\ot cowards-not coward::;, so few of 
them cowards-yet Belgium scourged and 
bleeding cried to thelll in vain for revenge. 
Women cried the helpleHs >roman cry, 
''How long, oh Lord, how long ! '' The 
thousands who had gone pleaded to deaf 
ears, ''Come.'' 
John Cameron stayed. 
As day after day slipped away, Hhud-
dering from the sights they had seen, to 
join .the host of ghastly visagcd hours that 
too had been and seen and shuddered 
away, and there. came JJews almost inered-
i ble of British repulses, men of peace took 
up the sword and with them entered a ne>l' 
element into the conflict, something hard, 
unbending, iron-like in its inflexibility-a 
new atmosphere was there. 
Still John Cameron stayed. Ilis lite 
was full of struggle. He did not feel him-
self a shirker, while he was fighting with 
cwery ounee of his .,;trength an enemy as 
tc'l'l'ible, more unconquerable than the one 
m~n fought with bayonet and rifle in hand. 
]:"l·om the bush-land men were going 
every day in au increasing flood. 
'rhe enemy within their gates was 
clriving them to meet the foe without. 
'l'he Drought Fiend stalked over the 
smiling land, the burning glance of his eye 
dried up the rivers and ci·ecks in their 
courses ; as hr passed his footsteps scorched 
and blackened the land on which he trod, 
his breath was a wind of flame to blast all 
i.l1at it touched. 
With tlwir neighhours the Camcrons 
~mffe1·ed dt•spi.t1' their <•ITorts. Da)' hy Lla;v 
''aW the m1mhl•r of tlwi1· sheep decreasing-
tlw fruit withert•d and ft•ll before it was 
ripe. 
Rnin !';ICPd tht'lll mockingly. 
And withal t!Jel'e was the feeling ewr 
present that they were fighting a losing 
fight; and what strengthened the one 
brother weakened the other. 
Xo more joyous gallops beneath a sky 
softly blue, new washed by recent showers, 
emerald grass flo,1·er-embroidered, vernal 
winds on their brow--on all sides a riot of 
hfe and colour . 
Instead, slow painful rides beneath a 
sky wreathed in smoke drifts that one for-
got had ever been a vault of cool azure or 
veiled with gray fleecy clouds; beneath a 
snn whose cruel ravs flashed before the 
eyes like a thouscu{Ll, glittering swords, 
driving one back, back, wearied, impotent. 
Not life but death on ev·~rv side. 
They sat at their tea one night, the two 
lJJ·others silent, as was their wont, wearied 
with the weariness which chains the tongue 
and nu!Llbs the brain. 
But this night Sall! ly was restless, his 
eyes were never still, his hands fidgeted 
with the Cl'Oekcry, 
At last he burst into stumbling, hur-
ried speech. 
'· I 'm tired of all this, J olm,'' he 
blurted out. "Here we've been slaving away 
like the very devil at this place for over two 
years now, and what have we got out of it~ 
Nothing, worse than nothing. Why, you 
know as well as I do that if this drought 
keeps on we 're ruined, both of us. And 
we can't do anything to stop it. Let's sell 
the place, J olm, and clear out of here.'' 
John had gone on methodicaily spread-
ing jam on a thick slice of bread. Now 
he looked across at his brother steadily. 
'' I will not sell the place, '' he said 
quietly. "Go on, Sandy, get it all off your 
chest.'' 
Sandy's voice rose to a more excited 
vitch. 
''Lord, the life we lead, '' he cried. 
"H 's worse than any dog 's. Temperature 
on an avt>ragc 120 degrees in the shade, 
and we 're never in the shade. Poor brutes 
dying all round ns. I toll you, John, their 
eyes haunt me at night-they'll drive me 
mad. At night we sleep like logs, and the 
next day is exactly the same as the one 
that went before. All tlw days of our life 
will lw the same if we stick he.re." 
"\Vel!, go on," pi~r.;;istcd John, his 
glaJH't' llever w:1vering. Tir moec than half 
1 xpeded what was coming. 
''I 'm going to the war,'' Sandy mut-
tert•cl -;nllenly, not meeting his brother's 
eyes. He felt suddenly small, and, strange 
to say, cowardly. 
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lt was not so he had imagined himself 
announcing his determination. lie had 
meant to talk about feeling it a man's duty 
to go, to say that he felt his country needed 
him, and a man's country should come first, 
and so on. And now he was behaving like 
one ashamed. 
In his heart he knew, and he knew that 
John knew, that he was shirking the greater 
for what seemed to him the lesser struggle. 
lie waited for his brother to speak, half 
expecting scornful words, and he sat erect 
with a start of surprise "·hen John began 
to speak in his own kindly voice about 
arrangements for his going. 
A hot flush of shame passed over him, 
and he could only answer stumblingly, in-
coherently. 
But when J olm began to talk about his 
(Sandy's) share of the money, little enough 
n0w, and drawing it from the bank before 
he went, the young fellow \ras on his 
feet in quick shamed protest. 
''I couldn't take it, John,'' he said 
quickly. ''Leave it there or use it on the 
place. I'd rather you would, old chap, 
and I '11 not want it an~·way. '' 
And .John, remembering the lad's 
weakness and liking well the ready 
generous offer, smiled affectionately at his· 
brother. "Well, we'll leave it there, kid, 
for the present until )'OU come back to claim 
it. :t\ow clear off to bed." 
But Sandy stood still, his face flushed. 
''You think I 'm a coward, don't you, John, 
to be chucking up tl1e sponge like this, but 
1 tell you this life is hell to me.'' 
John's hands pressed domt on his 
shoulders. " Don't talk tom my -rot," he 
said instantly. "You 're no coward, old 
kid. I can see you trying to get that 
yellow head of yours shot off in some dare-
devil charge. And after all it's only right 
that a Cameron of onr branch should be 
there. I '11 follow you soon, but I want to 
win out here first,'' and bis eyes went out 
just a bit "·istfully to the scorched countr~· 
side. 
He smiled into Sand.1' 's eyes rather 
whimsically. "But what '11 you do, kid, 
when it's rlead men's <'Vrs instrad of dead 
sheep's that hcgin to l;annt your Clr·emm:, 
and therr's plenty of waiting to he dmw in 
the trenches, I bcliew? '' 
"But there's alwavs a chance of a 
scrap,'' Sandy said qnickl,l', '' aml, ,J ovc, 
won't it be fine to be getting some back from 
those damned brutes!'' 
''I understand,'' said John, and again 
!Jis eyes were wistful. 
'l'wo dajrs later Sandy was off; there 
was no sense in waiting, and J olm went 
bacl,{ to a lonely life in their little shanty. 
He missed his vouug· brother tremend-
ously-missed the cheer:~;'whistle, the scraps 
of song, that Sandy had kept up until a few 
v;eeks ago-missed most of all the warm, 
human companionship. 
Such loneliness is not good for a man. 
.John found some solace, not in drink as is 
the usual thing in such cases, but in work. 
I Le liked to feel that he was fighting, and 
he exerted his whole mighty strength 
11g'aiust the cruel adversary. 
lie overdid things, and in those days 
of murky oppressive heat a little gibbering 
unhealthy thing was born and began its 
destructive work in his fevered brain. 
It was work, work, work, ride, ride, 
1·ide. A short night of utter log-like uncon-
sciousness, and the same monotonous grind 
began again. 
His neighbours beghn to find him more 
taciturn, more uncommunicative, and they 
shook tlwir heads at the giant, superhuman 
effol'ts he "·as making, terrible in their 
futilitY. 
llis sheep were dying. Daily his 
t'evolver >nls called into request to end some 
dumb brute's suffering. 
And that 'mn-faced thing daily took 
a stronger hold on hie.; once sane, healthy 
mind. 
The sun burning cruel, pitiless, seemed 
of all the ton·es of Xaturc his arch enemy, 
and tiw idea began to obsess him that he 
was fighting the snn, and that he was being 
driven back, back, slowly, slowly to his 
knees clown, down, clown. 
In geim mockery he saluted it morning 
and evening as it rose and set, blood-red, 
horrihly suggestive of the way open to him 
m-; to SandY. 
Could. the heights of Gallipoli them-
selYes be more crimson-stained than that 
lmrning orb? 
IIe was fighting for his right of free-
will. Dinily he fdt it as he swore he would 
"c't be dri\;en out, beaten 
Bnt tlw struggle was too great for any 
ont' ll1~1li 's strength, thr odds wrre ovee-
wlwlllling, ar1d the lJravc stubborn fighter 
WLllt down. 
The cncl had to eome, and in mercy it 
eame quickly. 
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One afternoon he watched with fevered 
e.r es a great bank of purple clouds rise in 
the west, watched and saw it sweep slowly 
to the south, and never a drop of the blessed 
life-giving raiu for the parched earth. 
The sun was setting in blood-red splen-
dour. All about him seemed a mist the 
eolour of blood. 
Something r;napped in his brain-that 
little gibbering thing was triumphant. 
A great \\'aYe of blood swept to his 
head. 
Ile faced the fiaming disc-impote.ntl_,. 
he shook his fists at it, raving in his mad-
ne>;s, in his defeat. 
'' I will not go, damn you, damn you, 
] will not go,'' he cried through his clenched 
teeth. 
Then he fell forward on his face. 
~ext day a neighbom found him there, 
and he was raving in delirium. 
TlH'Y took him away to the little bur;h 
hospital, and for ww'ks the fever racked 
him, and those who listened knew what the 
struggle and the loneliness had been like, 
and they respected the true gallant soldier-
spirit. 
And while he was ill the rain came,· 
blessul drenching shmrers, soaking deep 
iuto the earth's wide cracks and as a token 
of gracious forgiveness an'd p;ace among 
the elements, the grc>en grass clothed the 
wide plains again. 
·when John had recovered conscious-
ness a friend was allowed in to see him. 
lie pumped the wasted hand 
vigorously. 
''The rain has come, J olm, do you hear 
- inclws of it- and your run is doing fine. 
'l'he sheep are putting on condition so's You 
can almost see the ut. I 'm looking after 
them for you. '' 
John liste11ed, a smile dawning in his 
t-:unkcn eyes playing about his mouth. 
'' Cameron 's smile.'' 
''I won out,'' he whispered weakly. 
And tl1c next month saw him in khaki 
The Fortunate Isles. 
Far out in the Western Seas, the old 
legend tells us, lie the Fortunate Isles. To 
a favoured few in all ages it has been given 
to find them and to land on them, while to 
others has come that which is almost sadder 
than failure, partial success. These have 
passed near to the Isles, mayhe when they 
were wrapt in fog or hid in the darkness 
of the night, and have heard not far off 
the sweet singing of St. Brandan 's choir; 
but when the mist has cleared or day 
dawned, there has been no sign of the Isles 
to be seen, save, perhaps, where straining 
eyes might fancy they discerned a hill top 
showing faint among the clouds on the far 
horizon. 
Strange it is and worthy of notice 
that it is not those who have started out 
in seardl of the Isles who have set foot on 
them. It is those who have been tossed 
and buffeted by wind and water: driven 
from their course, with ships rudderless 
aud dismasted, they have suddenly found 
before them these Islands of Delight. The 
\\'orn and weary, not the strong and self-
confident, are they who have refitted there 
and drawn from thence fresh supplies of 
sweet water and new stores of food. They 
have anchored in the land-locked harbour 
and ranged over the fertile country close 
surrounding it, but this tract they have 
found all shut in with high cliffs, up which 
none has been able to discover a path. No 
sign of man have they met with there-
only they too have heard the singing which 
tells that there are those near at hand to 
whom they may not come. And to those 
who have so found the Isles has come a 
great peace and a quiet longing for the 
merciful approach of death which alone 
can set them free to return thither. Re-
turn, for the legend tells us that having 
found the Isles they could not long remain 
in them. There is a great loneliness which 
broods over all the place and ·with it a long-
ing for home which may not be resisted; 
and so, after a short sojourn, the Isles are 
left behind- and it is recorded of no man 
that he has thus found them a second time. 
As it was of old, so it is to-day. It is 
the tirrd spirit, ·weary of striving and sick 
with the sight of evil, that finds itself, all 
at once within the Fair Haven and faced 
by all -the pleasant prospect of the Isles. 
As one has well said, there is no Channel 
to the Fortunate Isles save by way of the 
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Waters of Babylon. Now, as of old, to 
those who have been privileged to land on 
the Isles, the vision of them is for all time. 
Death. which the men of this world find so 
full of dark terrors. is to them, as to the 
Fortunate of old, the Gate of Release. 
They look forward to it as the beginning 
of life, as the port from which they set 
sail for the Isles, with the certain hope of 
a favourable voyage, never more to return. 
They know that they will then find the 
path up the cliffs-those cliffs of evil 
desires and worldly cares, over which they 
could before see no way-and that this 
time they will not be alone but with all 
that great company, whose voices they had 
heard and to whom they could not come on 
that first visit to the Isles. 
Then, too, the music of that great choir, 
swelling and falling on the breeze, once 
heard is for ever sounding in the ears. 
Some, the most fortunate, have listened to 
it whilst they were refitting in the Fair 
Haven; but to others it has come through 
the mist of dreams or in that darkness of 
the night which is known only to the sick 
at heart. Half familiar, like something 
heard in childhood, yet scarcely like the 
music of this world-as it were the work 
of some master musician, purged of earthly 
faults; the victory song of men made per-
fect; it strikes on the car and thereafter 
no otlv~r voice can for long gain a hearing. 
To the wakened soul comes the full reali-
sation of what song it is that has been 
heard, and all life is transformed. Beneath 
the discards of earth is now discerned the 
solemn music of the Isles, and they that 
have heard are spurred to the uttermost to 
do their part in calming those discards and 
in making audible to othersthe song which 
no earthly voice can sing but of which 
earthly ears may catch more than the mere 
echo. 
At length comes the passage of the 
Gate of Death, and from the margin of the 
great waters beyond it they set forth in the 
boat which there lies moored in readiness 
for the voyage. The breeze is fair and as 
they go forward they hear once more the 
music, sounding ever louder and louder: 
once more they sight the Isles: they land 
at the Fair Haven, now no longer deserted 
-and their voyage is ended. The greetings 
with the loved ones on the quay are over 
and they go up the cliff pathway, once 
hidden but now made plain, to give thanks 
in the great Temple on the hill. And lo f 
as they enter they too are singing. 
V. 
Wayside Humour. 
It chanced that the soldiers were an 
hour late, and we three decided to avail 
ourselves of the vacant seats in a certain 
quadrangle. The other seats were occupied 
by three women who were brimming over 
with sympathy for the soldiers, ''pore 
fellers,'' even as we were. Conversation 
on our part soon lapsed, but we did not 
suffer from ennui for all that. Scraps of 
the conversation of Party No. 2 were as 
follows:-
'' Do you ever see pore Harry now-
adays~'' 
"Yes, I often see him in Queen street. 
I always know him by his walking stick. 
Harry has such a pe-culiar walking stick 
Oh! but Coral, wonldn 't Mum be glad if 
Len came back ; I' cl love to break the news 
to her. She 'cl snort and fall back and die!'' 
Coral:-" She 'cl frizzle!" "Pore Len! 
And ain 't the Germans awful~ Did you 
hear of that pore good-looking boy, they 
cut some of his face to spoil his features. 
There ain 't a good-looking man among 
them-they 're all fat .and overgrown.'' 
Several blood-curdling anecdotes of 
the war followed. Then came a discourse 
on sp1es, and we heard of a ''German-Jew 
who laid himself out for talk.'' We 
thought of biologists and frogs. And that 
German band-they was a set of spies they 
was-comin' round in their uniforms and 
brass buttons. I 'cl toe 'em along! 
''I wonder when the pore fellers are 
<~omin '. And don't they get treated awful? 
Giwn seven and six a week to live on. I 
know one pore feller who used to get £3 
a week in the Navy-and his sheets-and 
now he only gets 7/6, and he all smashed 
to bits. No wonder the pore fellers take to 
drink." (Logic or Psychology n 
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"Do you remember when Len went 
away? There was Mum and me and Ida 
and J erry and Jim all round him howling 
and him in the middle. The pore feller 
must have been real wet when he went 
away. But pore Harry though, he was 
smuggled away. He was supposed to go at 
half-past eight in the morning and he went 
the night before. Fancy, the pore feller 
didn't have anyone around him, and there 
was other fellers with friends round 
them!" (Fancy having to go away as 
dryly as that!) "Ain 't things awful in 
:\Ielbourne? One pore feller was hung for 
murdering a woman and two children. He 
couldn't help it. pore feller. I suppose he 
had shell shock. '' 
After this the conversation drifted to 
sharks. We heard of one pore feller who 
jumped overboard into a sea of sharks, and 
one shark lifted him right up in the air and 
he didn't even get a scratch. There was 
another shark washed right up to th~ 
narrator's dashed back door, and there 
were several minor sharks who did less 
exciting things. 
By this time the friends were becoming 
weary of waiting for the pore fellers, 
and considering the distance Coral had 
''yanked'' herself, they decided to be 
''their own bus-horses, '' carry the ''dashed 
bloomin' heavy youngsters'' (who after 
being informed they had ''enough gas for 
forty folk'' had fallen asleep) and depart 
homewards. \V e hope they met the ''pore 
fellers'' on the way and were able to give 
them a hearty cheer for disposing of a few 
more of the ugly squareheads. Pore 
fellers! 
"WE T'IIH.EE.'' 
Hypocrisy. 
" Oh, I do love Shelley," said the gush-
ing young thing; " his ' Don Juan' is just 
lovely-so pathetic, y 'know.'' Of course, 
Dorothy had never read '' Don Juan''; 
but neither had she read Shelley, so that in 
':my case '' Tu mentiris'' my Dorothy. But 
who would censure the sweet one for such 
a dainty bit of ignorance~ If, on the other 
hand, she did not know that Miss Montague-
W ells was engaged or that Mrs. Fitz-
clarence had christened her baby '' Daphne 
Ruth,'' why her ignorance would have been 
sot down as appalling. No. I don't think 
that I exaggerate. Frequently the flapper 
would rather be convicted of ignorance in 
connection with standard knowledge than 
be found wanting in a choice piece of gossip 
a week old. 
There are many members of modern 
society who have no time to look back! 
Their whole time is occupied in keeping 
pace with the present and the ephemeral. 
'l'hey get on fairly well in most cases, but 
such n conrse is apt at times to lancl them 
in awkward predicaments. Occasionally 
some pest of a person will lead the con-
versation where they cannot comfortably 
follow. The only course left open for them 
then is either to keep quiet or chance it; 
that is, " bluff" successfully, and it only 
uc:eds a little practice to become quite ex-
pert at this, or else blunder as Dorothy did. 
In any case be a good liar or a bad one. 
The good liar is the successful hypo-
crite; and the species is rampant in '' gen-
teel" society. Indeed, sincerity is to-day 
a damning feature in most things, and in 
its place hypocrisy has become a fine art. 
What was true in the time of l\Ioliere is 
true to -day. " L 'hypocrisie est 1m t•ice 
pri1·ilegif." More than that, the ultra-
sincere man iR generally an outcast. As 
an example of this, just consider the recep-
tion given to those who have run against 
convention or narrow-minded tradition in 
an endeavour to put their views into prac-
tice. I will not quote any modern instances, 
but here is a !'tandard example of ordinary 
conventional scepticism. The '' seven wise 
men" who came to pass judgment on Ste-
phenson 's locomotive agreed: '' Oh, that 
thing will never go.'' When it did start 
the same seven saiu, '' Now it will never 
stop.'' I am afraid that society generally 
has not improved much since then. 
But hypocrisy is my subject, and prin-
cipally hypocrisy in fine nrt. Convention 
has set a certain value on the poems of 
Shclley and Browning, on the music of 
Wagner, and on the paintings of Turner. 
But if I am silly enough to speak my mind 
UNlVJ;,RSJ'l'Y MAGAZINE. lfay, 1918. 
and say that Shelley is a bore, or that I 
prefer ragtime to W agner, then someone 
pulls a long face and calls me '' Philistine.'' 
But what hurts is that the person who pulls 
the face is a greater barbarian than I am. 
Now, there must be something beauti-
ful and useful in Shelley and W agner and 
Turner, otherwise it is certain enough that 
they would not be valued as they are. It 
is not legitimate for one to say that their 
work is useless because one cannot appre-
ciate it; but it is a downright sin to rave 
over it when one cannot see anything in 
it at all. If the community is to benefit by 
the works of genius, then its course is not 
to put a conventional value on them and 
pass them by. If that is going to be the 
fate of artists, then artists may as well 
have never lived. Shelley and his ilk are 
done up in handsome gilt-edged volumes 
and passed on as birthday presents. So he 
is useful sometimes. Many people go to an 
orchestral entertainment and sit the show 
out. But they are rewarded for it. They 
get their names in the papers next morn-
ing because they had front seats. 
If society is to treat art sincerely, it 
must be do one of two things. Either set 
art aside as being beyond its power of 
appreciation or else go to art in an honest 
and humble way and endeavour to appre-
ciate it either in whole or in part. If the 
latter attitude be adopted, art cannot but 
have a greater influence than at present. 
The conventional standard of value which 
everybody accepts and nobody bothers to 
test, would then be set aside and art valued 
for itself-no matter how little so long as 
it be sincere-would have a bigger and 
better influence on life than it has at pre-
sent. Some may say that under my system 
very few would bother about art; but I 
would reply that those few would be more 
than the number now honestly interested. 
Unfortunately hypocrisy enters dan-
gerously into the life of the student. Sup-
pose he is answering a literature paper. 
'rherc are certain stock criticisms which 
apply to names mentioned in his paper, 
and if the student has learnt off these criti-
cisms he will write them down. It does not 
matter if he has never opened a book 
written by the individual whom he criti-
cises; the criticism is there and it counts. 
A man may have an honours degree in 
literature but he may be no more than an 
arch-hypocrite. The degree is styled 
Bachelor of Arts, but in reality it may only 
be Bachelor of Hypocrisy. And a man, 
who, having obtained a degree in this 
fashion, misleads people into thinking that 
he knows something, is not only a hypocrite 
but" a snare and a delusion." 
It is a significant fact that by many 
masters of industry a price has been quietly 
placed on the certificated and '' qualified'' 
man. A practical musician told me the 
other day that '' letters'' carry no weight 
in the theatrical profession. 
" \Ve don't want to see your certi-
ficates,'' says the music director, ''sit down 
and play." And as often as not the man 
with no '' letters'' gets the job. 
Church hypocrisy and political hypoc-
risy are flourishing species of the general 
vice, but they are not subjects which par-
ticularly interest me. Everyone knows the 
individual vvho goes to the devil for six 
days to suit himself, and then goes to God 
on Sunday to suit somebody else. Likewise 
wc know the '' fat worm'' who shrieks 
" Hempire" and then refuses to sink his 
money in War Bonds when he knows he 
can get 6 per cent. for it somewhere else. 
But hypocrisy, or perhaps we should 
call it absurd tradition, shows itself else-
where in larger and more important fields. 
What do you think of a nation which after 
three years of war came to the conclusion 
that, for the present, it would be advan-
tageous to suspend the old regime and sug-
gest that in future all promotion in its army 
would be based on merit and not on 
seniority? What would you think of the 
man who, fully conscious of his inability, 
took over a post for the sake of his own 
glory? lf Germany should win, it will owe 
much to its sincerity; and by sincerity I 
here mean thoroughness. Everyone knows 
that · ' the word of a German" is synony-
mous with treachery, but in place of the 
larger sincerity there is the limited one: 
~inccrity to oneself is much better than 
none at all. 
"IlENH Y IX.'' 
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and say that Shelley is a bore, or that I 
prefer ragtime to W agner, then someone' 
pulls a long face and calls me '' Philistine.'' 
But what hurts is that the person who pulls 
the face is a greater barbarian than I am. 
Now, there must be something beauti-
ful and useful in Shelley and W agner and 
Turner, otherwise it is certain enough that 
they would not be valued as they are. It 
is not legitimate for one to say that their 
work is useless because one cannot appre-
ciate it; but it is a downright sin to rave 
over it when one cannot see anything in 
it at all. If the community is to benefit by 
the works of genius, then its course is not 
to put a conventional value on them and 
pass them by. If that is going to be the 
fate of artists, then artists may as well 
have never lived. Shelley and his ilk are 
done up in handsome gilt-edged volumes 
and passed on as birthday presents. So he 
is useful sometimes. Many people go to an 
orchestral entertainment and sit the show 
out. But they are rewarded for it. 'l'hey 
get their names in the papers next morn-
ing because they had front seats. 
If society is to treat art sincerely, it 
must be do one of two things. Either set 
art aside as being beyond its power of 
appreciation or else go to art in an honest 
and humble way and endeavour to appre-
ciate it either in whole or in part. If the 
latter attitude be adopted, art cannot but 
have a greater influence than at present. 
'rhe conventional standard of value which 
everybody accepts and nobody bothers to 
test, would then be set aside and art valued 
for it'Self-no matter how little so long as 
it be sincere-would have a bigger and 
better influence on life than it has at pre-
sent. Some may say that under my system 
very few would bother about art; but I 
would reply that those few would be more 
than the number now honestly interested. 
Unfortunately hypocrisy enters dan-
gerously into the life of the student. Sup-
pose he is answering a literature paper. 
There are certain stock criticisms which 
apply to names mentioned in his paper, 
and if the student has learnt off these criti-
cisms he will write them down. It does not 
matter if he has never opened a book 
written by the individual whom he criti-
cises; the criticism is there and it counts. 
A man may have an honours degree in 
literature but he may be no more than an 
arch-hypocrite. The degree· is styled 
Bachelor of Arts, but in reality it may only 
be Bachelor of Hypocrisy. And a man, 
who, having obtained a degree in this 
fashion, misleads people into thinking that 
he knows something, is not only a hypocrite 
but " a snare and a delusion." 
It is a significant fact that by many 
masters of industry a price has been quietly 
placed on the certificated and '' qualified'' 
man. A practical musician told me the 
other day that '' letters'' carry no weight 
in the theatrical profession. 
'' We don't want to see your certi-
ficates,'' says the music director, ''sit down 
and play.'' And as often as not the man 
with no '' letters'' gets the job. 
Church hypocrisy and political hypoc-
risy are flourishing species of the general 
vice, but they are not subjects which par-
ticularly interest me. Everyone knows the 
individual who goes to the devil for six 
days to suit himself, and then goes to God 
on Sunday to suit somebody else. Likewise 
we know the " fat worm" who shrieks 
'' Hempire'' and then refuses to sink his 
money in War Bonds when he knows he 
can get 6 per cent. for it somewhere else. 
But hypocrisy, or perhaps we should 
call it absurd tradition, shows itself else-
where in larger and more important fields. 
What do you think of a nation which after 
three years of war came to the conclusion 
that, for the present, it would be advan-
tageous to suspend the old regime and sug-
gest that in future all promotion in its army 
would be based on merit and not on 
seniority? What would you think of the 
man who, fully conscious of his inability, 
took over a post for the sake of his own 
glory~ lf Germany should win, 1t will owe 
much to its sincerity; and by sincerity I 
here mean thoroughness. Everyone knows 
that " the word of a German" is synony-
mou;; with treachery, but in place of the 
larger sincerity there is the limited one: 
Sincerity to oneself is much better than 
none at all. 
"IIEKH Y IX." 
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An Inquiry into the Nature and Use of Porridge. 
TIIE REFLECTIONS OF .\ SICKENED 
CEREAL-E.\ TER. 
I have never learned to smoke, but-
not so very long ago- I learnt to eat por-
ridge. ''Eat,'' I said ; but in the consump-
tion of this substance the essqntia l quality 
of eating, which is mastication, is altogether 
dispensed with; neither does the word 
''drink'' seem any more appropriate. 'l'he 
term ''eat,'' however, is in general use in 
this connection, and will be employed 
throughout to indicate the process by which 
this substance is introduced into the 
digestive system. 
'l'he use of this material as an article 
of food is spread widely throughout the 
~nglish-speaking \rorld; and its appear-
ance on the breakfast-table is in the nature 
of a rite symbolising the orthodox British-
ism of the housekold in which the ceremony 
is performed. I remember how, in my 
young clays, I was looked on with suspicion 
-nay, almost with contempt-when I inti-
mated that its appearance on our breakfast-
table was of the utmost infrequency. 
In spite of its wide distribution, how-
ever, its use, I affirm, is due solely to a 
triumph of fallacy. It is well-known that 
~he ancestral form of this material is to be 
found among the Scotch. Early Scotland 
was a country in which disturbances were 
fre(1uent and popular. The economical 
habits of the nation prejudiced them against 
b !ling any of their own cattle, and they 
were quite willing to annex their neigh-
bours' on the least opportunity. Every man 
had, therefore, to be constantly on the alert 
to prevent his property from disappearing 
from under his eyes; and, on this account, 
no man could afford to stay long at his 
meals. Now, the greater part of the process 
of eating is represented by mastication. 
An inventive genius whose name has not 
been preserved, but who was remarkable 
as a forerunner of those who in our own 
day preach the doctrine of efficiency, dis-
covered that by boiling oatmeal a more or 
],•ss nutritious substance was produced in 
the consumption of which the masticator.'· 
1' r·ocess ~was completely eliminated. There 
were other reasons, too, which combined to 
Hdd to its popularity-the cheapness of the 
grain employed, and the fact that it takes 
less of porridge than of any other food to 
produce a feeling of satiation. Its cheap-
ness and labour-saving qualities were, then, 
the main faetors in securing its position as 
the national dish. 
'l'he Scotch people by their habits of 
exercise and hard work had become a hardy 
race, and when they came into friendly con-
tact with England, and perhaps even mor~ 
so when the contact was unfriendly, their-
national characteristics were observed all!J 
admired. The English people, however. pro-
ceeded to reason as follows:- '' The Scotch 
people are people who eat porridge. There-
fore people who cat porridge are hardy." 
Deceived by their own fallacious reasoning, 
standing on an intellectual level scarcely 
higher than the reasoning ~which prompts 
our black brother to devour portions of his 
lamented business rival, they proceeded to 
force this dish, the invention of comparative 
barbarians, upon their own people who for 
hundreds of years had had time to chew 
their food and enjoy to the full the plea-
:mres of eating. In spite of vigorous prO·· 
tests and the indignant wails of their 
innocent children, the dish began to appear 
on every table throughout the land, and 
finally, its origin forgotten, it came to be 
regarded as a national im;titution as old at 
least as the fashion of wearing ears on the 
head. ln times nearer our own this develop-
ment has been paralleled by the headway 
made amongst the Saxon population by 
another habit of Scotti.'lh origin-the use of 
whisky. 
Even at the present clay, in spite of our 
enlightenment, this practice shows no sigu 
of becoming obsolete. Our traditional 
veneration for the long-established has per-
mitted but little interference with this cult. 
Different bases are now used, but the method 
of preparation is the same. In fact, the 
use of these different bases is merely a con-
cession to more refined palates. The man 
is still respected whose breakfast porridge 
is made of oatmeal. One other variation 
or palliation has appeared in modern times 
-namely, the u:>e of sugar. The dour 
Scottish temperament preferred salt which 
many could procuee for nothing by boiling 
F;ea->Yater; but amongRt the majority at the 
present day whom urban life has sensitised 
to a rrmarkable degree, sugar is the condi-
ment whicb has found the most favour. 
Some people are born porridge-eaters, 
Lut the greater number have to be educated 
up to it. To the man who is not over-
delighted with the tastelessness of the corn-
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pound and revolts at its semi-fluid con-
sistency, it is even lwrder to swallow than 
nauseous medicine. It will refuse to enter 
the gullet with an intractable obstinacy 
unequalled even by the perverseness of a 
pill. In my first experiences I found that 
by clenching the teeth and breathing hard 
and at the same time exerting every effort 
to swallow, the disagreeable sensation might 
be overcome and the material engulfed. 
From what I can gather from external 
observations the symptoms which appear in 
the early stages of the tobacco habit bear a 
close resemblance to the first symptoms of 
the porridge habit. ln both cases the symp-
toms disappear when the resistance of the 
system has been finally broken down. 
As a bodily food I regard the various 
species of this material as being all useless 
or nearly so, for the nutritive element that 
they contain is almost completely neu-
tralised by the elimination of the masti-
catory process in their assimilation. As a 
moral force, however, aiding as it does the 
extremest development of will power, I 
consider it as one of the highest achieve-
lll<Onts of human effort. 
Tn m~moriam. - -----
C. R. WONDERLEY. 
Long was the roll of honour read at 
commemoration; among the names of the 
heroic dead stood out conspicuously the 
name of Charles R. Wonderley, decorated at 
home and at the front. He was the dux of 
his year at the Grammari School, Too.-
>voomba; and the promise of his school days 
was fulfilled in his brilliant career at this 
University, where he graduated with first· 
class honours in Classics in 1\Iarch, 1916. 
Irnmediately after graduating he volun-
teered; and after winning the l\Iilitary 
:Medal and being invalidecl from wounds to 
England for three m(mths last year, he fell 
in the last great offensive in France. 
W onderley was a typical Australian, 
sinewy, athletic, resourceful, of the stuff 
which has won fame for the Antipodes. 
Endowed with brilliant gifts, of high ideals 
and resolute character, he was of those who 
are the hope of their nation, the inevitable 
leaders of the future. How many of these 
have fallen, and the burden of coming days 
will rest upon weaker and inferior men ! 
That is the heaviest cost of war. And every 
nation which leaves the burden of its 
defence to its best only must inevitably pay 
this price. 
He was the fourth student from Em· 
manuel College who has fallen in the war. 
WALDE OERARD FISHER. 
Walde Fisher was the third son of the 
Rev. C. H. Fisher, now of Redcliffe. W ald(• 
had a brilliant career at the Ipswich Gram-
mar School, of which he was ''dux,'' aml 
then came on to the University with a 
Government scholarship in 1913. Like 
many boys who have done well at school, he 
was perhaps at first a littl~ self-centred and 
inclined to play for his own hand, but life 
in the 'Varsity and at St. John's brought 
out all that was best in him. He entered 
iully into the life of both, and soon took 
his place as a leader; we came to know him 
as a hard worker, a keen sportsman, anu 
a cheery companion, one who took a pro-
minent part in all the many and varied 
activities of the College and the University. 
Then came his first in classics in 1916, 
1ollowed almost imri1ediately by his enlist-
ment as a private in the A.I.F., yvhile soon 
afterwards he was awarded the Travelling 
Scholarship. He won his commission on the 
field, and after two years at the front was 
killed in action in the early days of the 
great Uerman achance. Those who knew 
him best will best realise how much of pro-
mise there was for his future; we looked on 
him as one of those who would play no 
small part in the bmldin~ up of the new 
world which must be shaped out of this 
present chaos; we thought of him as a 
iutnre leader. Now in a short time he has 
fulfilled many days; and while we mourn a 
friend, we add one more to those imperish-
able names whose memory nerves us to try 
to carry on the task they have had· to leave 
to ns, vihose devotion and example set the 
standard of the spirit of our University-
Qui pron1l hinc, the legend's writ, 
The frontier grave is far away; 
Qui ante diem periit 
Sed miles, sed pro patria. E.H.S. 
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Roll of Honour. 
"I have fought a good fight, I have finished my course, I have kept the faith." 
Barbour, Frederick George Petty (Arts I.). 
Killed in action. 
Bond, Sydney Stanna (Arts II.), Lieut., 
25th Inf. Killed in action, Oct., 1917. 
Browne, Philip Gerald (Arts I.). Killed in 
action, 1916. 
Brydon, Kenncth Mackenzie, B.E., Lieut., 
Engineers. Killed in action, 12th Oct., 
1917. 
Cramb, Wm. Arthur (Administrative 
Staff), Pte., A.~'LC. Killed in action, 
France, August, 1916. 
Collin, Leslie Normnn (Arts II.), Lieut., 
15th Batt. Killed in action, Gallipoli, 
25th April, 1915. 
Fisher, W alde Gerard, B.A., 2nd Lieut., 
2nd Rfs.,. 42nd Batt. Killed in action, 
France, 5th April, 1918. 
Francis, TreYor (Eng. II.), Capt., 9th Rfs., 
9th Batt. Killed in action, 1917. 
Hall, Edgar Cullen ( Eng. HI.), Sgt., En-
gineers. Died of wounds, France, Sep-
tember, 1917. 
Harper, Albert Edward (Se. II,), Lieut., 
A.I.F. Killed in action, 1916. 
IIaymen, Frank Granville (Eng. IV.), 
Lieut., 9th Batt. , A.I.F. Killed in 
action, Gallipoli, 25th April, 1915. 
J ameson, Charles, Pte., 2nd Depot Batt. 
Killt>d in action. 
• Tones, Trevor Warwick (Se. I.). Died in 
Hospital. 
Macdonnell, L . .b'., l.~icut., A.M.C. Killed 
in action, 4th Oct., 1917. 
1\Iandcrs, Frank Arnold (Arts I.), 2nd 
Lieut., Pioneers, A.I.F. Killed in 
action. 1917. 
McNeill, Donald ( Eng.), Royal Flying 
Corps. Killed in action. 
Noble, ,John Alexander (Se. II.), Artillery. 
Killed in action, France, 27th April, 
1917. 
Oakes, Artlmr WelleHley, 1\I.A., Bursar, St. 
John's College. Trooper, A.I.F. Killed 
in action, Dardanelles, August, 1915. 
Simmonds, Wilfred Price (Se. IJ.), Corp., 
16th Rfs., 15th Batt. Killed in action, 
4th October, 1917. 
'l'aylor, Harry St. George (Eng. I.), Lieut., 
Border Regiment. Killed in action. 
'['homson, Wm. Camp bell (Se. II.). Died 
on service. 
Trout, Ro.v C., Lieut., Aerial Corps. Killed 
in action, 1st July, 1917. 
Ward, Cyril Cutcliffe (Se. Ill.), Lieut., 
26th Inf., A.I.F. Killed in action. 
Wilson , G. C. C. (Eng. II.), 1st Rfs., 41st 
Inf. Died of wounds, 7th July, 1917. 
vVonderley, C. R., B.A., M.M., Lance-Cor-
pm·al. Killed in action, 4th April, 
1918 . 
Young, Neville II. (Arts I.). Died in hos-
pital. 
War Roll. 
'l'he Editor will be pleased for the inci;- caiion of any inaccuracies hereunder. 
Alaud, Rohert Clrgg. 
Axon, A. E. 
Dalclwin, Daniel Eric. 
Hath, Waiter Stanley. 
Benjamin, R. 
Biggs, Frederick John. 
Briggs. James Logan, B.A. 
Hriggs, vVebster. 
Brown, Percival Henry. 
Dryan \Valter Hrnvood 
Bn.tlt>l:, A. G., JYf.B:, D.S.O. 
Cassirly, Reginald .John. 
Cholmrlcy, Roger J., B.A., 1\I.C. 
Cooling, Georgt>, B.Sc. 
Cornwall, Ilugh 1\Iackay. 
Crane, F'rcderick Gm·don. 
Cribb, Eric Clarke. 
Crolcer, G. N. 
Cm·wen- Walker, Ewan. 
Cnllen, Edwin Boyd. 
Dart, R. A., M.Sc., M.B. 
Da?, \Villiam Charles. 
Diamond, William Victor. 
Dinning, Ilrctor William, B.A. 
Donglas, W alter 1\Iather. 
Dnnbar, Gordon Allan. 
Dunst:-m, Prank Wht>atle~'­
Eckersley, P. C. 
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WAR ROLL-continnf.'d. 
Evans, Olive Kerslake, B.Sc. 
Fielding, l~rank. 
Florence, J. N. 
Foote, L. II. 
Fowles, Drrncan. 
F'rancis, Eric. 
Frankel, A. P. 
Fryer, J. D. 
Garland, D. 
Gee. E. C. C. 
Graham, M. D. 
Grant, R., B.A. 
Grimes, A. B. 
Gunson, \V. N., B.A. 
IIarclie, Sir David, l\LD. 
Hamilton, R C., B.A. 
Henchman, H. II. 
IIirst, W. 
Horn, A., l\'LB. 
Horn, I-1. W. 
Hu1tham, R. 
Huxha:r;n, A. J. 
Hughes, F. G. 
Jackson, E. S .. l\f.B. 
.Tames, F. W., B.A. 
J ones, A. IT., B. A. 
J ones, C. II., B.A. 
Kelly, C. A. 
Kennedy, E. \V. 
Kyle, W. M. 
Lendrum, J. R. 
Lloyd, N . .A., B.E. 
Loney, E. 
Lnkin, F. W. R. 
l\IeCulloch, Alfred. 
l\Ic[ntyrc, A. L., B.E. 
l\Ielbourne, A. C. V., B.A. 
}1ellor, R. w. n. 
l\1errington, E. N., l\LA., Ph.D. 
l\Ioody, A. S. II. 
Newton, G. 0. 
Norman, E. P., B.E. 
0 'Sullivan, F . l\I. 
0 'Brien, 0. \V., B.A. 
Parnell, T., l\LA. 
Partridge, E. H. 
Paten, A. F. 
Patterson, C. I~. 
Patterson, F. \V. 
Penny, G. J. 
Percy, R. A. 
rhilp, n.. s. 
Poon, H. R. G. 
Powr, A. B., B.A. 
Hadcliffe, J. N., B.A. 
Rankin, W. E. D. 
Reinhold, W. J., B.E. 
Robinson, J. A., B.A. 
Row, A. W. L. 
Rowe, Rev. G. E. 
Smith, E. H. 
Schmidt, A. E. 
Thelander, E. A., l\f.C. 
vVagner, E . G. 
Watson, W. F. 
Wilson, G. H. 
Wilson, W. 
ADMINISTRATIVE AND LABORA-
'l'ORY STAFF. 
Cramb, J. D. 
Hoskins, Wm. 
Haynes, Harry 
Illidge, Chas. 
W right, George. 
IIOME SERVICES AND l\IUNITIONS. 
Barton, E. C. G. 
Boyle, R. A. 
Bonham, P. H. 
Cumbrae-Stewa-rt, B.A., B.C.L. 
Darvall, A. E. J., B.A. 
Gibson, Alex. J. 
Fowler, W. M. B. 
Gray, A. K., B.A. 
IIargreaves, G. W., l\'LSc. 
Hurwood, A. 
Jones, •r. G. H., l\LSc. 
Latimer, R. W. 
Nielson, J. F., B.Sc. 
Marsden, A. J., B.Sc. 
Quinn, R. G. 
RoRS, C. N., B.E., l\f.Sr. 
Saunders, G. J., B.E. 
Scriven, H. E. B., B.E. 
Sherman, T. L., B.E. 
Ringleton, II. P. 
Stable, J .• J., l\LA. 
Steele, B. D., D.Se. 
Swanwick, K. F., B.A. 
vVagner, J. G. 
Watkins, S. B., 1\'I.Sc. 
Wrigley, J. II., B.E. 
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' Varsity V ani ties. 
THE UAPE OF LAWN. 
1. It peeps a hove the pocket's hidden rim, 
A mere suggestion- yet to the biassed 
gaze 
Of him who knows the dainty wearer 
hlm · ' 
Who tries a hundred thousand dH-
fercnt ways 
'l'o gain her sweet approval, it would 
seem 
To make his head Rwim in delirious 
maze. 
His covetous soul desires the prize to gain 
Yet towards the accomplishment he 
strive.o; in vain. 
2. A splash of colour on a gauzy ground, 
Whenre emanates a scent divinely 
sweet; 
Naught else at first appears; but more is 
found 
When one with cultivated taste doth 
meet 
'rhe damsel, and her pocket's depths cloth 
sound. 
Sometimes the 'kerchief is adorned 
with feet, 
Suggestively disposed; and forthwith 
placed 
By those who lack a pocket, in the waist. 
3. Many and varied are the strips of lawn; 
Few sweetly simple, many simply 
sweet; 
Krwpies or crepe creations, all arc worn 
By those who through the porch drag 
lagging feet. 
l\fethinks I've even noticed "Fi-,h" 
adorn 
The modest maiden's mouchoir so 
petite. 
Y Pt none, I'll swear, could e '<>r romp arc 
with that 
Worn hy the " bale "ful one at the Rrgat. 
-J.. 'Tis writ: '' And bv their 'kerchiPfs are 
they known"__:_ 
Observe the maiden sad of mien, who 
toils, 
And thinks but on exams ; on hers are 
shown 
No EveR in fig-lraves clnd, whom ser-
pent<>' coils 
Have sin fully begniled. But widely 
strc·wn 
011 hen; of understanding are fit 
Rpoils-
Eves, Kcwpics, Feet, and Butterflies, and 
Flowers, 
And Dogs, and Tulip Bulbs, and Sunny 
Showers. 
5. Rut ah! alas for all these dainty trifles, 
Comes "'thr marauder with rapacious 
hands 
And deftly all the maiden's treasures 
rifles, 
·while, all unknowing, in the porch 
she stands. 
Anon the thrft's c1iscovcred, and she 
stifles 
The good expressive curse the case de-
mands. 
The barbarous robber goes his way in 
glee, 
·with Davr 's degenerate son in company, 
Such the reward of super-vanity. 
POLLAR AND CASTUX. 
CA'rS 0~ 'l'HE FENCE. 
What is this crying coming through the 
night, 
.A sound to blanch the timorous with 
f ear, 
Filling the superstitious with affright 
All fearful of some dreadful spectre 
near ~ 
First steals the whimper of a new-born 
child, 
Then comes a mournful sobbing with-
out end, 
Then cries of dreadful anguish, terror 
wild 
As cries a man slain by a former 
friend. 
Then out into the atmosphere are tossed 
The bleatings of a punctured bent 
trombone, 
The wailings of a soul for ever lost-
A long-drawn, broken-hearted hope-
lrss moan. 
It i,; no tragedy we hear above· 
' 'l'is Thomas singing to his lad;' -love. 
SIIAKE-W ADDY. 
TITE '1'IWTII AT LAST. 
" f)n peri0r (~uality Black Boot Laces. 
Usnally 2d. SALE PRICE TV:,c1. per 
. '' ' -' pmr. -Local Ad. 
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LOST AND FOUND COLUJ\IN. 
Lost, Stole11, 01· St1·ayed from the Women's 
Collrge.-A Huge Cobvveh. Will the per-
son who \Yas seen with this article kindly 
return it ai once in order to save further 
trouble. 
SlrayPcl from the ·women's Common Room. 
-The only Tea Pot and several Cups of 
Tea. Last seen on the Tennis Courts. 
Ji'ound.-Numerous voices in the Reading 
Room. (Owners are reqnested to remove 
these as soon as possible.) 
Pound.- A number of strange oaths. 
Philologists rlease note. 
Ji'ound.-An excellent dancer amongst the 
women students. Introductions on appli-
cation to the finder. 
TJNNATURAJ1 PHILOSOPHY. 
It was in mid-stream that Augustus 
the ferryman lifted his head to scrutinise 
thP passenger waiting on the bank. I hap-
pened to be alone with him, and I recog-
Jtised in the rain-coated figure the form of 
the Lecturer in Psychology and Ethics and 
1\1etap hysics. 
A 11gnstus turned to me. brimming with 
information. 
'' H'8 that --r with the stick. 
What's he do?'' he queried. 
" Well," I said, " he'!:! a lecturer." 
" What does he lecture about~" 
"Pholosophy." 
'' Tuherphilosophies, you mean 1 '' 
" Wha-at?" 
" Tnbcrphilosophies!" (with em-
phasis.) 
'' Don't get you, Augie. '' 
"Aw, you know, bullocks have 'em in 
their insides.'' 
THE ORDEAL. 
I stood, black-robed, the dreaded ordeal 
nigh, 
Midst fellow victims, quaking, not so 
bold. 
My name was called, I wrote, my head held 
high; 
Then rose matriculated and enrolled. 
SICCUS. 
SCHNAPPY JOURNALISM. 
'' When the canvass is flnished, the re-
sult will undoubtedly reflect credit on the 
members of the trade, for their well-known 
spirited gcuE>rosity to all patriotic matters.'' 
-The Standard. 
A T.. .. ESSON IN THE CLASSICIS. 
Instructor: T'he rifling of this gun is kttown as the pol~·groove modified 
plain srclion s.YsLem o[ rifling. Some of you, I suppost>, 'avt> 1eurnt 
Lat.in. l'olygroove's 11 La,tin word. 
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R ound the Colleges. 
WOl\1EN'S COLLEGE. 
There are more things in Heaven and 
Earth than are dreamt of in our philo-
sophy. Who would have thought that our 
president of last year would now be wear-
ing a golden circlet on her left hand third 
finger! \Ve blush to think of our being so 
duped, but right here we all hope that life 
may hold everything that is good for l\Ir. 
Evans and herself. 
For the benefit of the sentimcntalistic 
element of College >ve would ask future 
students to Clo the trick during the College 
year . 
With a sigh we must leave the idealistic 
and return to mundane matters. College 
has given its first "At Home" of this year 
and we venture to hope it proved enjoyable 
-even to one who came prepared to be 
"bored stiff. " The committee are sorry 
they have so little garden space but it 
r eally is easier to find one's cushio~s in the 
morning. However, we hope to engage 
l\Iowbray Park for the next ''At Home.'' 
Last Saturday we entertained wounded 
soldiers from the Kangaroo Point Hospital. 
\Ve enjoyed them immensely and we hope 
they enjoyed us. l\Iany of the students 
showed their vocal anrl histrionic talents, 
and we entertain hopes that as an outcome 
of the tea our College anthem will be com-
posed. The first line was contributed by 
a visiting soldier and we understand that 
an eminent divine is to finish it. We arc 
honourably thankful! 
W c offer our congratulations to 
Gwladys James and Olive Drape on gain-
ing seconds in Biology, and hope that, at 
intervals, '' Jimm.r'' \\·ill turn her atten-
tion away from her tick farm to investigate 
the prevention and cure of ''Housemaid's 
knee'' for the sake of her suffering pal. 
KING'S COLLEGE. 
Once more we are drawing to the end 
of term-First Term, in fact-with regret, 
perhaps, because second and third terms 
seem nearer. Yet there is no need for the 
fresher to be alarmed, for Third Term is 
sti ll in the distance. 
JOHN 
HI SLOP 
& SONS 
fun era I Directors 
544 Queen St., 
Petri t' s Bight. 
Brisbane. Phone 
205. 
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LET YOUR MOTTO BE 
"SEE QUEENSLAND FIRST .. 
Spend your next Vacation in viewing the magnificent sea and landscapes 
of our Northern Rivieras, the winter climate of which is one of Australia's 
most valuable assets. The trip to and from North Qy.eensland (Cairns 
District), to the sunshine, the tropical jungle, andlthe glorious scenery, can 
be accomplished comfortably in a fortnight, and leisurely in three weeks. 
Views of the famous Glass House Mountains, North Coast Line, Snuth Queensland. 
TOURIST AND HEALTH RESORTS. 
Throughout the length and breadth of the State, delightful Sanatoria and 
restful resorts abound. Let the Government Tourist Bureau plan a trip 
for you to the Far North, the Central District, or to the numerous moun-
tain and seaside resorts convenient to the Metropolis. 
CALL OR SEND FOR FULL PARTICULARS, 
:: DESCRIPTIVE LITERATURE, etc., TO .. 
The Intelligence and Tourist Bureau 
QUEEN STREET. T. C. TROEDSON, Director. 
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Our numbers are much the same as 
last year, but the quality is different, better 
or worse one dare not say. 
We have four old men back with us, 
and six.. new ones; that is new to the 
establishment. In addition we are hon-
oured by a resident tutor, who, we are 
pleased to say, has risen from the ranks. 
Congrats. l\Ir. H. McCulloch; also on your 
B.Sc. 'l'hree of our second-year men have 
enlisted since last issue of the l\fag., viz., 
l\1e-Jsrs. E. C. Gee, A. McCulloch, and E. G. 
Wagner. We wish them the best of luck, 
and hope that they will come back safe to 
us. Mr. A. l\fcCulloch is especially missed 
from our tennis team, and none of us can 
fill up the gap left by him. 
Another of last year's men has gone to 
the Sydney Uni. to do Medicine, and seems 
to be doing well. On writing he says that 
he has started to cut up an old nigger or 
half-caste and that it wasn't as bad as he 
thought it would be, although he wasn't 
too keen at meal-times on the first day. 
I 'm sure that was the greatest hardship. 
The College has not altogether been 
asleep, in fact, we've had one or two mid-
night suppers, of which the neighbours 
know a little. 
'l'he travelling public along River 
Terrace were much interested a week ago 
in what they thought was an effigy sus-
pended to the flag-pole. On inquiry we 
find that it wasn't the Kaiser's effigy but 
only a variety of clothing padded out to 
human shape and camouflaged with the 
College blazer, all beautifully seated in a 
chair. 
We've had one tennis afternoon this 
ten;J, which was thoroughly enjoyed by all. 
Tl,e Shakespeare evening, too, was no mean 
affair, and we hope to wedge another in 
before term ends. 
'l'he sporting life of the College is not 
dead. Tennis still attracts the majority of 
the men. We hope before the year is out 
to meet the other colleges at the net. 
'l'hree of King's men are playing in 
University tennis at Auchenflower this 
year. 
The parallel bars which were most 
kindly placed in the Common Room by the 
College Council have afforded not only a 
source of exercise, but also much amuse-
ment, many and varied are the hair-breadth 
escapes which some of the men have had 
from breaking their necks. 
Chapel is well-attended, the organists 
making it a particular point to be early 
when it is their week on duty. 
In conclusion, I would like to mention 
that King's still goes on, although hampered 
with many difficulties, and we are looking 
forward to better times. 
ST. JOHN'S COLLEGE. 
Oh! wad some power the giftie gie us, 
To see oursels as ithers see us! 
Thus from certain of our members 
after a gallant but somewhat crude and 
entirely futile attempt to practise the 
amatorial art at the Ena pontoon. But 
even this didn't prevent them from a 
further display of Bceotian tactics per 
telephone a few days later. Early in the 
term-also early in the morning-our fresh-
men were duly welcomed with much pomp 
and ceremony. Herein certain interesting 
facts were ascertained and certain faults 
rectified. But these freshmen still need to 
learn that when they sing they ought to 
whistle. 
One of our members is of opinion that 
College tutors should not be allowed to keep 
his classes more than five minutes late. It 
certainly is rough luck having to wait 
twenty-five minutes under a neighbouring 
lamp-post. But the unfortunate, whose 
claim he jumped, has a heavier cross to bear 
than this. And the jumping, too, took 
place after the bird had flown. 
It is with the greatest of displeasure 
that we welcome back Joker io the position 
of Charon. If Joker were not Joker, it 
would appear he were under the influence 
of the exponents of the "Go Slow" policy. 
But we are too well acquainted with Joker's 
partiality for the influence of something 
else to entertain doubts on that score. How-
ever, half an egg is better than an empty 
shell. 
The inhabitants of Kangaroo Point 
would like to know whose yells disturbed 
their slumbers recently during the silence 
of the sleep-time. C<tn someone in King's 
shed any light on the subject? 
Since last issue two of our members 
have enlisted, C. K. Evans in the Flying 
Corps, and F. R. Paterson in the Infantry. 
\Ve extend our heartiest felicitations to 
C.K. on his triple graduation in science, 
fiying and love-with honours in all, too-
and to Banjo on gaining corporal's stripes 
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and winning the 440 yards championship 
of Queensland. 
We are all very pleased to have l\Ir. A. 
J. l\Iarsden back in College; but we are 
afraid it will not be long, for he gave up 
munition making in favour of the more 
dangerous undertaking, matrimony. lie 
has our heartiest congratulations and best 
wishes for good luck in the great experi-
ment. 
It is with feelings of pleasure mingled 
with pride that we write of the military 
honour conferred on Lieut. J. N. Radcliffe 
and Trumpeter E. H. Smith, both of this 
College. Raddy entered College in 1912, 
and after three years ·was awarded Classics 
Honours and the Rhodes Scholarship. His 
l\Iilitary Cross is a fitting sequel to such 
achievements. E. H. Smith took up dig-
gings here in 1915, and at the end of the 
year donned khaki. But we knew him long 
enough to learn that he was worth at least 
a military medal. 
ALBATROSS 
SHIRTS 
A few days ago there appeared in the 
daily Press news of the death of Lieut. 
W aldie Fisher. Waldie entered College in 
1913, and at the end of his course carried 
off First Class Honours in Classics and a 
Travelling Scholarship. All knew him as a 
fine scholar, a keen sport, and a gentleman. 
To his sorrowing parents we extend our 
deepest sympathy. 
El\Il\IANUEL COLLEGE. 
Emmanucl is as it was and ever shall 
be, with this differencr, that our company 
this year has suffere<l the loss of our two 
wdl-beloYed brethren Smyth and Gold; but 
tltr arrival of one B1:1rbour has done much 
to cheer us in the abomination of our desola-
tion. So that we are still a select company; 
11ow we are in such a state that when our 
tennis four takes the court there is not one 
left to maintaiu the collrgr 's habitual air of 
toilsome study. But tennis fiourisheth not 
as of yore. Our net is in a state which can 
Offer splendid service. They have 
the appearance too, that can only 
come through quality. 
You would do well to stock up with 
Albatross Shirts now. 
The "Albatross Atlantic" a fine 
Cambric Shirt, offered m neat 
stripes, at 
7/6 each, 3 for 21/9. 
PIKE BROTHERS 
Townsville 
LIMITED 
BRISBANE Toowoon1ba 
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only be referred to afl diiapidated, and our 
oft-formed resolutions to "have a meeting" 
have hithrrto horne uo fruit. 
Vve have been approached by an im-
pmtant official <:onneeted with the Uni-
' crsity on the point aH to whether it is 
advisable to appoint a censor morum, to 
rxcrcise a murh-ne<'Cled moral superviHion 
over that increasingly c1egPlWratc body. YVe 
unanimously advised an immediate appoint-
ment. Thrre haYe been four applications 
from Rmmanuel, but our worthy theolog. 
was disqualified flfl having no inRide know-
ledge. A drei;::ion as lo the crnsor is to be 
given before Pnd of trrm, so brware, all ye 
sportive ones ! 
So .fnr there have been no intercol-
],,giate meetings in any department of 
sport. Owillg to onr difficulty in choosing 
the team quite impartially, we have decid~d 
llOt to pnt ont a football team. In tenms, 
however, we arc to meet King's in the near 
fnturc. Ewn as yo1t read this, you will 
know that multos Regum demisimus Orco. 
vVe have latelv had nrws from France-
some good, some 'bad. Neill Florence has 
snrvivecl a gas attack, and is again in the 
firing line. Bnt laflt week brought the sad 
ne\\·s of the death of C. R. Wonderley, one 
cf the finest chararters our University has 
produced. 
1\f eantime- Dulcr ridrntem 1\Iatronam 
:1 mahimns, <1nkis-;imc loqnentem. 
Our Societies. 
WOMEN'S CLUB NOTES. 
The first entertainment held this year 
was the Freshers' Welcome, which took, as 
usual, the form of a luncheon. Short 
addresses of · welcome were given by Mrs. 
Parnell (President), 1\liss McCulloch, on 
behalf of ilw graduateR, and 1\Iiss Hughes, 
on behalf of the undergraduates. 
At a general meeting it was decided 
that the Club entertain the members of the 
University at a social evening on 11th 1\Iay. 
V nrious suggestions were made as to the 
form the third entertainment should take. 
It was at length decided that a programme 
of sd sprcches be arranged for that evening 
and that representatives from the various 
women's clubs of Brisbane be invited. It 
was arranged that >ve entertain returned 
;::oldiers at afternoon tea in the l'niversity 
grounds early in second term. 
In response to the special appeal of the 
Y.l\LC.A., our treasurer collected subscrip-
tions from the members of the Club and 
forwarded the amount thus obtained to the 
fund. 
'rhe Red Cross Society is in a flourishing 
condition this year. as most of the freshers 
have becomr members. A time table has 
been arranged for work and the machine is 
often in uRr. 'T'hr secretary collrcts C0l1-
trihutionfl for the Red Cross Kitchm at 
frequent intervals. 
As usual, the most conspicuous feature 
of the L.B.'r.D.A. is the list of rules which 
seems to inspir0 terror into very few. After 
a fruitless f-:Parrh for our only teapot, one 
has to fall bark on the philosophy of an 
old friend, and murmur "There's a good 
time coming, rvrn if we never live to see it.'' 
In conclusion, we wish to thank Miss 
Bage for the dainty tifl'in box which she 
gave us at the beginning of the year, and 
~\Iiss 1\Iavis ·walker for the cheque she sent 
with which to help replenish the Common 
Room pantry. 
THE HOCKEY CLUB. 
The hockey &eason opened officially on 
the first Wednesday after Easter, and since 
then practic0s have been held weekly. Pro-
fessor Priestley kindly gave an address on 
the principles of the game, which was 
greatly appreciated. An opening match 
could not br arranged, but all are looking 
for\\'ard to a match against the graduates 
on Saturday, 4th May. At present the 
prospect is not very promising, as interest 
in the game has slackened off a great deal, 
although we hope it will soon be 
n'a wakened. \V e are sorry to lose 1\ii;::s 
Carne, hoth as a member of the team and 
as secretary. 1\Iiss Birkbeck has been 
elected secretary in her place, 
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THE TAILORING 
m a 
'' FINNEY SUIT" 
IS A WORK OF ART. 
The oLl1er chy we m::td"EJ a Suit for a 
man in a hurry. But there· was noLhing 
bnnicd about thi'j fit of .the Sui't or the 
making. In fact, the m'ln came in 
lat·er to prove how successful Wl3< lnd 
hcen. "The first timle you have made 
ima a suit,'' he· told us, "and the firs.t 
i.imc I ~hav·e been satisfied at Jthe 
s L<td oil'.'' 
Sa id h~: "Look at it : s hrt at the 
collar and work down. Se.e how it 
hugs my neck, how easily it slips 
into p'aoe; look at the shoulders-
smooth, firm, un w1inkled ! Note the 
lines, its balance, its lmng. its Ii.l! And 
it's as comfortable t o we::tr as an old 
shoe! You're a.hood of them all in 
making Suits, ana behind in one thing 
only- Price!'' 
Come in and let us "SuiL'' ~·ou the 
same. 
A FINE NEW RANGE OF 
. SUITINGS READY. 
FINNEY'S 
"THE STORE FOR MEN." 
Correspondence. 
THE UNIVERSITY AND THE PUBLIC. 
DEAR EDITOR. 
The nearest at hand of our opportuni-
ties are usually those we overlook. Located 
as the University is in the centre of the 
capital city of Queensland and with its 
students drawn by means of scl1olarships 
from all sorts and conditions in the com-
munity, there i:; no natural obstacle to a 
constant intercourse with the rest of our 
fellow-citizens but our own bashfulness. 
Something has been done undoubtedly to 
take advantage of our facilities and a 
time of war is not very favourable to active 
innovations. Y d, it is the proper time to 
think so as to be ready when peace comes, 
this year or twenty years hence. I do not 
think very much of mere formal functions, 
however much enlivened by undergrad-
uates, as a way to enlarge the scope of 
our beneficial influence, and to preserve us 
from academic rust. The Workers' Edu-
cational Association is more to the point, 
but yet of comparatively narrow reach. 
The contact between the University and 
the public cannot be too close, if the former 
is to gain its proper place in the social 
system, that of a brain, the great centre 
for gathering and spreading accurate and 
complete infDrmation: not the only organ, 
but the central one. 
The problem is to multiply the points 
of effective contact. 
Suppose, for instance, the public were 
annually invited, or rather pressed, to be 
present at the first lecture of the second 
year in every course of instruction. ·what 
an opportunity for the lecturer to put be-
fore them the claims of his subject to their 
support; to emphasise its relation to the 
manifold activities of our fellow-citizens in 
this State; to define its proper place in the 
general scheme of education, with its possi-
bilities for great"lr usefulness. I ·would not 
have visitors intrude in the first meeting 
of first-year students with their lectures 
because that occasion may be more profit-
ably turned to account than by dealing 
with the larger aspects of subjects with 
which they are yet quite unacquainted. 
Another valuable lode of unexploited 
opportunities might be found in the prize-
essays, which so far serve only for the edu-
cation of their judges. Why should they 
not be published in this very magazine? 
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The prospects of their publication would 
add a noblrr incentive to the mercenarv 
temptations of the prize itself: it would 
advertise it, its donor, its winner, and the 
University, all at once: this magazine would 
attract imnwdiately attention lwyoncl our 
walls; the general public would be anxious 
to sample the work of our undergraduates; 
the undergraduatPs would strive to be 
worthy of the favourable and open criticism 
of everyone among their acquaintances; the 
donors would re<'Ji~e the emulation aroused 
by their gifts, :md these manifold senti-
ments would draw the attention of all to 
their sourcr, the lTniversity, while the 
magazine would have its sale increased, its 
standing raised, its tone strengthened. 
I have sai(t enough, 1\Ir. Editor, to 
rrclrem my promise to contribute some 
share to your pages. I have no doubt that 
many othrr and more profitable suggestions 
roulcl be malle of further means to bring 
the University and the public together. I 
hope I shall not be alone to prospect in that 
direction. Yours truly, 
CIIARLRN NCJIJ XDU~H. 
AN EASY WAY TO END THE WAR. 
To the Editor of the Queensland University 
l\J agazine. 
Sm,-I am tirrd of the war. Men are 
mad goats ! Ali governments are alike to 
me. Whoever heard of a cow risking her 
life to be milked by Ann l\fary rather than 
by l\fary Ann~ Any fellow with a big hrart 
anrl a clear mind could settle the matter 
in a trice, but those people who met in 
confcrencr in :Mrlbournc the other clay, 
al1ll protested they had no objection to 
G<>rmans increasing their capital at the 
Papnan 's rxpense, thrse people were merely 
tools employrd by the profitrers to sicle-
trar~k the toiling masses and lengthen the 
war. I shall settle it at once, Sir, with your 
kinrl permission. Let us insist on the Im-
perial Parliament offering Victoria to either 
France or Germany, whichever first gives 
up hrr claims on Alsace Lorraine. If it 
is not enough, add New South \Vales. Why 
should we care; we don't live in Sydney~ 
. As for the quarrel between Italy and 
Austria, I fancy Western Australia is big 
rnough to stand for Trieste. If not, lump 
together with it Adelaide, Port Darwin, 
and Hobart, places miles away, outlandish 
holes of no co:asequence. We need not 
bother about Belgians and Servians. If 
only the Allies leave the Central Powers 
alonr, Hinclenburg shall see to it that we 
hear no morP ahout them. Likewise with 
Arabians, Armenians, Syrians, M:esopo-
tamians, and th~ like. The more of these 
coloured races the Turks exterminatr, the 
better. If alliul blood-suckers growl at 
being deprived of such flelds for enterprise, 
let them invest their capital in Queensland. 
Provided they let us pass stringent Acts 
agaiw;t thr importation of cheap labour, 
they may be swe we shall be convenient 
with our pri11eiples, and when coolies come 
in properly equipped warships, no force 
will he usrd 1 o stop them from landing. 
I am, Sir, 
Yours most internationally, 
TIIE FIRST Sl TF.H l'~~C l I'' I RT. 
P.S.-I am not a self-seeker; so I must 
rely upon your sense of fairness to press 
my just claims to the Nobel Peace Prize, if 
the capital bequeathed for it has not yet 
vanished in gun-smoke. As I do not wish 
to advertise myself, you must not publish 
my name until my scheme has succeeded. 
P ersonalia. 
Consequent on recent graduations in 
the 'Varsity and the Training College, the 
following appointments have bl'en officially 
announced:-
1\Tiss 0. Adam, B.A., Pres. r_.adies' Col-
lege, Toowoomba; 
1\Jiss K. Andrews, B.A., State High 
School, Charters Towers; 
l\Iiss 0. Drape, B.Sc., C.E. High School, 
Warwick; 
l\liss E. Fitzpatrick, B.A., State High 
Sehool, Kingaroy; 
1\Iiss K. A. IIiggins, Rtaie Rchool, Port 
Douglas; 
l\Iiss Gwen James, State Rchool. Nam-
bour· 
::\Iiss 1\.' l\foore. B.A., State High 
Rchnol, Warwick; 
Misl:l S. Pennycuick, State High School, 
Gym pie i 
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:.\liss V. Yefltes, State School, Uurgon; 
J'11iss L. Cribh, B.A., State School, 
l\Iilton; 
l\Ir. T. D. Sullivan, Christian Brothers' 
School, Townsville. 
In this connection it has been mis-
quotrd by a cynic that '' 'rhcy also serve 
who· only stand-and talk.'' We would 
like to have opinions on the matter from 
any or all of the above for publication in 
next Mag. 
Since our last issue Cupid has been 
busily shooting over our preserves and has 
baggr(l at least four brace of turtledoves. 
As a result we have pleasure in publishing 
the following engagements:-
l\Iiss K. Andrews, B.A., to l\ir. C. 
Evans, B.Sc. 
l\Iiss F . Watson, B.A., to Lieut. E. 
Cribb, M.C. 
l\fiss E. Peberdy, B.Sc., to Mr . T. R. 
Pearce, B.Sc. 
OEO. - R-
l\1iss V. l\Ioxon to Mr. J. L. Briggs, 
B.A. 
1\Iiss G. Priestlry to Lieut. N. A. Lloyd, 
B.E. 
It is open]y whispered that the littlr 
m·cher is certain that he has brought down 
other game, but has been unable to locate 
them. Skilful camouflage that! 
The latest member of the Staff to set up 
housekeeping is Mr. II. Alcock, l\LA., Lec-
turer in History, vvho, early in January, 
waR married to Miss Olga elf' Tuetey, of tlw 
Administrative Staff. We tender Mr. and 
l\frs. Alcock our most cordial wcll-wishings 
for a bonny future. 
Others "of ours" to take the fatal step 
recently are Mr. and Mrs. E. F isher (Miss 
Doris Wright, B.A.), Lieut. and Mrs. II. W. 
Dinning (Miss Margaret ,Tames, nit>ce of 
PrOf. Priestley), and Mr. and Mrs. A. J. 
l\Iarsden (Miss S. Booth) . Congratulations 
Winter, 1918. 
Winter will soon be upon us now. 
What about Your Suit ? 
Blue Serge is holding a prominent 
place among the Fa s hi on ab I e 
Fabrics. 
Write or Phone for range of pat-
terns, each one guaranteed, Pure 
Indigo Dye. Suits to measure from 
£6 15 0. 
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all! . (P.S.-Sympathy will be equally 
available if called for.) 
Len. Foote (returned from the Front), 
F. L. Breslin, and A. E. ~Iason have all 
entered the 1\Iedical School, Sydney. M. 
K. \Valker is doing a similar course at 
:l\Ielbourne. L. G. Lukin, B.A., is "doing" 
Law at Sydney University. 
S. B. Watkins, B.Sc., and A. J. Mars-
·den, B.Sc., have returned from munition-
making in England and the latter has 
resumed his work at the Teachers' Training 
College. "S. B 's" health is steadily im-
proving. 
V. l\IcCarthy, B.A., and T. A. 
Entrickrn, B.A., have become students at 
Law, .and are now engaged in getting 
experience and earning bread and butter in 
the Crown Law Office, Brisbane. 
J. Baxtcr, B.E., and R. Graff, B.Sc., are 
doing engineering work at Townsville. 
l\Iiss Gwladys James, B.Sc., and Miss 
Edna Peberd.v, B.Sc., have been appointed 
to conduct research work into the life his-
tory of cattle ticks, with a view to combat-
ting their increase. l\Iiss J ames is located 
at West Burleigh aml ~Iiss Peberdy at 
Toowoomba. 
We heartily congratulate l\Iiss J. Ban-
croft, B.Sc., on winning the \Valter and 
Eliza Hall Fellowship in Economic Biology. 
Lieut. H. W. Dinning, B.A., on active 
service, ex-editor of this magazine, has 
found time to write a book entitled ''Bye-
ways of Service,'' which is being produced 
by Constables. It is expected that a supply 
will be locall~r available shortly and should 
be eagerly read by all of ''ours.'' So far as 
-we know, Mr. Dinning is the first of our 
graduates to publish. A good example of 
his style will be found in the article 
''Amiens'' published herewith. 
We are in receipt of a breezy note from 
George Cooling, B.Sc., last year's Editor. 
He joined the artillery and is now on the 
way to England. At the time of writing, 
George 's friends "·ill be glad to lmmr he 
was "heavy, hard, healthy, and happy." 
Others to join the colours recently are F. W. 
Patterson, B.Sc., \V. Briggs, W. \Vilson, 
F. \V. R. Lukin, A. ~IcCulloch, and A. E. 
Axon, E. G. Wagner, and II. V. Byth, B.A. 
Two additional l\Iilitar:r Crosses have 
been awarded to 'Varsitv men in the 
persons of I1ient. J. \V. ·Rackliffe, B.A. 
(Rhodes Scholar) and Temp. 2nd Lieut. 
Cholmeley, ~I. A. (Lecturer in Classics). 
The follmYing extract from the ' 'IJondon 
Gazette,'' containing an account of Mr. 
Cholmeley 's SPrviee, has been kindly for-
·warded by l\Ir. J. G. W agner, B.Sc., and 
will be read with much interest by all 
pa t students of the 'Varsity:-'' Temp. 
Second-Lieutenant Roger James Cholme-
ley, Cheshire Regiment. For conspicuous 
gallantry and devotion to duty as brigade 
intelligence officer. He spent five weeks 
in the front line previous to our attack, 
studying the enemy's system and acquir-
ing information, which afterwards proved 
most useful. His l}eenness in volunteering 
for every raid or patrol and his fear-
lessness and nntiring energy in collect-
ing information for his hrigade have earned 
the unanimons appreciation and admira-
tion of all commanding officers · in his 
brigade.'' 
Keen sympathy is felt for ~Ir. P. A. 
Scymour, :\I.A., in his loss of a brotht'r, 
"Jack," killed in action. 
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God and Demi-God. 
And God said : In thy quest £or peace 
I close shall hold thee through thy day; 
1\Iy laws engraven on thy heart 
Shall guide thee on thy chequered way. 
To have and hold thee, this My will, 
To lead thee to the heights above-
So may thy thoughts mould £orth the man 
Planned through the reons o£ My love. 
Then spake to man his Demi-god: 
''Beware the dreamer's mirage vain! 
Bestir thy strength with manly pride-
No sluggard shall to Truth attain! 
By lusty action win thy place, 
The future's £ar and £ades thy strength; 
Stretch £orth thy hand and strike with 
force-
So shalt thy prize he Fame at length." 
With heart aflame and pulsing blood, 
1\Ian, hearkening, £ared him £orth to 
fight; 
''To conquer wrong,'' his battle cry-
A tribute to the fading light. 
Games for the 
Cold Winter 
Evenings 
'"Let hot blood wash a way the gloom 
·when combat dims thy seeking mind;''-
Thus Demi-god: all hot to view 
A ceaseless struggle o£ the blind. 
Throughout the long, sad, bleeding days 
Were tired moans and death o£ men, 
And strange £aint cries £or light and love~ 
Then clash o£ arms, and death again. 
With stricken limbs and hopeless hearts 
When 'wary fighters thought to cease, 
"Struggle and kill," cried Demi-god, 
"The victor shall attain to peace." 
Then spake Almighty God: He lies! 
From evil cannot come the good. 
I£ man would "·in to lasting peace, 
And stand where I have always stood, 
Then must he know the li£e o£ Love 
Was l\1ine before the world began; 
Its laws the universe uphold: 
T hrse are 1\Iy words,-ancl I made man. 
T. T. 
_\ re whut you waut to ma.ke you.r e1··2Hit>gs 
"tllE'IT_I· aud bright," and to this eml ""'"' 
inYite readers of this :Jiagazine to send -to 
the C'AH'IER-\L-\.TSOX CO. for a list of 
~their celebrated "0.- \\-. Co.'' seri'es, l;uh-
liF<hed a.t 
lr3 doz.; 2/- 25 ; 3/6 50; 6/- 100. 
A. P. Greenfield & Co., Ltd. 
VICE-REGAL OPTICIANS AND INSTRUMENT MAKERS 
We understand the requirements of a Student so therefore can equip 
you with the best material3 at most reasonable prices. 
MICROSCOPES 
By SWIFT, BECK, BAUSCH & LOMB, and WATSON 
For Biological and Petrological Work; Dissecting Sets, 
Stains, and other Sundries. 
MATHEMATICAL INSTRUMENTS 
By HARLING & STANLEY, LONDON 
Including Full Sets Beam Compasses, Slide . Rules, etc. 
Liberal Terms to Students. 
Note our Only Address-189 & 191 GEORGE ST .. BRISBANE 
THE 
Brisbane Sports Depot 
Have Large Fresh Stocks of all Sporting Material arriving by 
every Boat from England in 
Tennis, Football, Cricket, Boxing, etc. 
ALL BRITISH MADE. 
We are Experts at Repairs to Tennis Racquets :~d Sporting Tools 
Only One Address The Brisbane Sports Depot 
Phone 3203 342 QUEEN STREET, BRISBANE 
C. A. SPURGIN. 
Hairdresser and Tobacconist, 
Only Address: 288 Queen Street. Brisbane. 
Next "Daily Mail." 
Most Up-to-date and Best Equipped Saloon in Australia. 
12 First-class Hairdressers Employed 12 
Electrical and Hand Massage. Vapourizing. Haircutting 
Beard Trimming. Shaving, etc. 
<ii<ii 
Large Stocks of Smokers' Requisites. 
Everything First-Class. 
Telephone 979 
Cleanliness and Personal Attention. 
Look for the name SPURGIN. 
Smith-Prenlier---
The World's Best Typewriter. 
I A perfect combination of Visibility, Durability, and Simplicity. 500,000 in DAILY USE. 3,000 IN QUEENSLAND. 
Grand Prix, Brussels Exposition, 1910. Grand Prix, Paris, 1900. 
Rebuilt Typewriters from £5· 
Upwards. Each Machine carries our written guarantee. 
Australian Typewriter Supplies Company 
Smith-Premier House, 363-365 Queen Street, Next Preston House. 
